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[ I 1 

NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 
THE CONSOLATION. 

C0MTAINIKO> AMONG OTRKR TRINCSy 

!• A Moral Survey of the Nocturnal Heavens* 
II. ANight-Addre5s tothc DEITY. 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 

ONE or alS M A JUT Y*8 PRINCIPAL IICRXTARIXS OF ITATS. 

^* — Fatis contraria fata rcpendens.'' Virg. 

A S when a traveller> a long day pali 
'^*' In painful iearch of what he cannot find. 
At night's approach> content with the next/Cot, 
Their ruminates, a while, his labour lofty 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 5 
And chaunts his fonnet to deceive the time. 
Till the due feafon calls him to repofe : 
Thus I, long-xravell'd in the ways of men. 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze. 
Where difappointnunt fmiles at hopt*s career; lo 

Wam'd by the languor of life's evening ray. 
At length have hous'd me in an humble fhed ; 
Where, future wandering banifti'd from my thought. 
And waidng* patient, the fweet hour of reft, 

VoL.LXn. B \ew!.^t 



2, YOUNCSFOEMS. 

I chace the moments with a ferious foiig. i r 

Song faoths onr pains ; and age has pidns to iboth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends embraced at heart. 
Torn from my bleeding breaft, and death's dark ihade. 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' ethereal fire ; 
Canft thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? zo 
One labour more indulge I then flcep, my ilrain ! 
Till, haply/ wak'd by RaphaeHs golden lyre. 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow, ceafe^ 
To bear a part in everlafting lays ; 
Though fac, far higher fet, in aim, I trufl;, 25 

Sympfaonious to diis humble prelude here. 

Has not the Mufe aflferted pUafures pure. 
Like thofe above ; exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh ; 
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph ftill ? 30 

I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of miftake. 
Thy fmile's fincere ; not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo's fmile, than my compaffion for him. 
The fick in body call for aid; the £ck 35 

In mind are covetous of more difeafe ; 
And when at ?uM?ry?^ they dream thcmfelves quite nuelL 
To knvw ourfelves difeasM, is half our cure. 
When nature* s bln(h by a^em is wip^d oft 
And confcience, deaden'd by repeated ftrokes, 40 
Has into manners naturalizM our crimes ; 
The curfe of curfes is, otir cwfc to love; 
To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt 
( As Indians glory in the deepeft jet). 

And 



THE COMPLAINT, Nic«tIX. j 

And throw afide owr/en/es with ourfeace, 45 

fiat grant no guilt, no fhame, no leaft alloys 
Grant joy and glory quite unfully'd Ihonc j 
Yet, ftill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's heart. 
No joy, notify, glitters in thy fight, 
Bat, through the thin partition of an hour« 50 

I fee its fables wove by deftiny ; 
And that in forrow bury'd ; tbih in fliame; 
While howlii{gy«r/« ring the doleful knell ; 
And confcitnce, now fofoft thou fcarce canft hear 
Her wlufper, echoes her eternal peal. 55 

Where, the prime adlors of the \zSi yearns fcene; 
Their port fo proud, their bufkin, and their plume ? 
How TsojiyJUepy who kept the world a'wake . 
With luflre, and with noife ! has death proclaimed 
A truce, and huQg his fated lance on high ? j6o 

'Tis brandiih'd ftill ; nor fhall t\ie frefent yeat 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
•Or fpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needlefs monuments to wake the thought^ 
Life's gayeft fcenes fpeak man's mortality ; 6 j 

Though in a flyle more florid, full as plain* 
As mauf oleums y pyramids^, and tombs 
What are our noblefl ornaments, but deaths 
Tum'd flatterers of life, in pamt or marble. 
The well-flm'd canvas, or the featur'd ftone ? 7a 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the fcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion.from the dead. 

" Profeft diver/ions •!'''<zxaiOt thefe efcape ?"— 
Far from .it : thefe prefent us with a fhroud; 
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And talk of Jeath, like garlands o'er a grave. '7 J. 

As fome bold plunderers, for bury*d ^wealth. 

We ranfack tombs ior faftimt\ from the dull 

Call up the lleeping hero ; bid him tread 

The fcene for our amufement : how like gods 

We lit; and, wrapt in immortality, .80 

Shed generous tears on wretches born to die ^ 

^heir fate deploring, to. for get our oiunl 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our lives. 
But legacies in bloAbm ? Our lean foil, 
Lu/uriant grown, and rank in vanities, 85 

Prom friends interred beneath ; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
X.ike other worms, Ihall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent frailties* or approaching fate i 

.Lorenzo ! fuch the glories of the world ! 90 

What is the world itfelf ? Thy world— a grave. 
Where is the dufl that has not been alive ? 
The fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow furface fhakes, 95 
And is the cieling of her fle^piiitg Tons. 
O'er devaftadon we blind jevcls keep ; 
Whole bury'd towns fupport the dancer's heel. 
The moift of human frame the fun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter through the mighty void the </ry ; 100 
Earth repoffeffes part of what ftie gave. 
And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of firej 
Each clement partakes our fcatter'd fpoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins fpread; man's ^ieath 

Inhabits 
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Unhabits all things, but the thought of man. 105 

Nor man alone ; his breathing buft expires. 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : where now. 
The Roman ? Greek? They ftalk, an empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this ufefol light; 
Though half our learning is their epkaph. l icx 

When down thy vale, unlocked by midnight thought. 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 

death ! I flretch my view : what viiions rife I 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts (Hvine I 

In withered laurels glide before my fight I \\ 5 

What lengths of far-fam'd ages, billow'd high 

With human. agitation, roll along 

In unfubfliantial images of air ! 

The melancholy ghofts of dead renown, 

Whifpering faint echoes of the world's applaufe, 120 

With penitential afpedl, as they pafs. 

All point at. earth, and hifs at human pride. 

The wifdom of the a*'//^, and prancings of xkit great. 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the relt above, 
Ofghaftly nature, and enormous fize,. 125 

One forns aiTaults. my fight,, and chills my blood. 
And fhakes my frame. Of one departed world 

1 fee the mighty fhadow: oozy wreath 

And difmal fea^weed crown her ; o'er her urn 
Reclin'd,. fhe weeps her dcfolated realms, 130 

And bloated fons; and, weeping,, prophefies 
Another* s. difTolution, foon, in Hames. 
But, like CafTandra, prophefies in vain ; 
In vain,, to many ; not, I trail, to thee. 
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For, know' A dioa not, or art thou ioth to know, 135 
The great dbcreejt the coonfel of the ikies ? 
Deluge and confiagratien^ dreadful powers ! 
Prime miniflers of vengeance ! chainM in caves 
Diilindt, apart the giant furies roar ; 
Apart ; or, fuch their horrid sage for ruin,. 140 

In mutiud conoid imould they riie, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd^ 
But not for />&//, ordain'd their boundlefs rage ; 
When heaven's inferior inftrumeots of wrath, 
IFiir^ famine, f eft ileneeit are found too weak 14^ 

To fcourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
nc/e are let loofe, alternate :. down they rufli. 
Swift and tempefluous, from th' eternal throne^ 
With.irrefiftible commiffion arm'd. 
The world,, in vain cocredled, to deftroy, 150 

And eafe creation of the ihocking fcene. 

Seed thou, Lorenzo ! what depends «» man ? 
l^Yicfate of nature ; as /or man, her hirth. 
Earth* 5 adlors change earth's tranfitory fcenes> 
And make creation groan with human guilt. 155 

How muft it groan, in a new deluge whelmM, 
But not of waters ! at the deftin'd hour. 
By the loud trumpet fummon*d to the charge. 
See, aQ the formidable fons of fire,. 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets,. lightnings, play 160. 
Their various engines ; all at once difgorge 
Their blazing magazines 5 and take, by ilorai,. 
This poor terreftrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 

Out- 
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Cft-biirns Vefuviiu ; iock» etemaf poor 165 

Their melted ma&y as t»rtr$ once they pow'd'; 

Stars rufki and final rum fiercely drives 

Her plowlbare o>r creation !— while aloft, 

Mor^ than aAoniftment ! if more can be ! 

Far other /rMMranRT than e'er was ieen» vjo 

Than e'er was thought by man ! far o^btrjisri/ 

Scars animate, that goyem chefe of fire j 

Far d^berfan /—-A Am, O how unlike 

The^abe at fielhlem ! how unlike the Man, 

That groan'd cm Calvary !— Yet Hi it is; 175 

That man of Ibsrows ! O how changed I what pomp I 

in grandeur terrible, 1^ heaven defcends I 

And gods, ambitious, triumph, in his train. 

A fwift archangel, ^th his golden wing, 

A« blots and clouds, that darken and difgrace rSo 

The fcene divine, fweeps ftars^^ and funs afide. 

And now, all drofs remov*d> heaven's own pure day*. 

Full on the confines of our ether, flames*. 

While <dreadfiil. contrail !) far, how far beneath ! 

Hell, burfting, belches ^rdvher blazing Teas,. iS^T 

And ftorms fulphureous ; her voracious jaws 

Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

LorenKO ! welcome to this fcene ;. the laft 
In nature's courfc ; the in^ in wi(dom's thought.- 
fhis ftrikes, if aught can ftrike thee f this awakes 190 
The mod fupifie ^ this fiiatches man from death. 
Rou{e, rouie, Lorenzo, then, and follow me. 
Where truth, the moft momentous man can hear^ 
Loud calls my foK^, and ardour v^gs her flight* 

B f I find 
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I find my inflation in my theme ; i^^ 

The grandeur of my fubjed is my Mufe. 

At midnighu when mankind is wrapt in peace. 
And v/OYldHy fancy feeds on golden dreams ; 
To give more dread to man's moft dreadful hour. 
At midnight, 'tis prefum'd, thb pomp will burft 200 
From, tenfold darkefs ; fudden as the fpark 
From fmitten fteel ; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, flarting from his couch, fhall fleep no more ! 
The day is broke, which never more fhall clofe ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 205 

Terror and glory join 'd. in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our injorld on fire ! 
All nature ilruggling ia the pangs of death ! 
Doll thou not hear her ? Doft thou not- deplore 
Uer ilrong convulfions,. and her £nal groan ? 210 

Where are <we, no^w? Ah me I the ground is gone. 
On which we flood ; Lorenzo I while thoiv may'fl. 
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever ! 
Where? How? From whence? Vain hope I it is too late! 
Where, where, for fhelter, fhall the guilty fly,. 215 
When conflemation turns the gptnl man pale ? 

Great day 1 for which all other days were made; 
For which earth rofe from chaos, man from earth ;. 
And an eternity,, the date of Gods, 
Defcended on poor earth-created man. I 2x0 

Great day of dread, decifion, and defpair ! 
At thought of thee, each fublunary wifh 
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops the world ;. 
And catches at each reed, of hope in heaven* 

Ati 
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Ar thought of thee !— and an thou ahfint then ? 225 

Lorenzo ! no ; 'tis- here ; it is begun ;— 

Already b begun the grand aiiize. 

In thee> in all : deputed confdence fcales- 

The dread tribunal, and forftalls our doom ; 

Foreftalls ; and, by foreftalling, proves it fure. 230 

Why on himfelf fhould man <z/mV judgment pafs ? 

is idle natun laughing at her fons I 

Who conjcitnce fent, her fentence will fupport. 

And God above afliert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 235 

Heaven opens in their bofoms : but, how rape. 

Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 

What hero, like the man who (lands himfelf ^ 

Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 

Who hears intrepid>. the full charge it bring?, 249 

Refolv'd to iilence future murmurs there ? 

The coward flies ; and, dying, is undone. 

(Art thou a coward ? No :) The coward flies; 

Thinks, but thinks flighdy ; alks, but fears to knvwy, 

Aiks, " What is truth f*' with- Pilate ;. and retires ; 245^ 

DiiTolves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 

Afylum (ad ! from reafbn, hope, and heaven ! 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye. 
For that great day, which was ordain'dy^r man ? 
O day of confummation ! mark fupreme 2^qr 

(If rten are wife) of human thought ! nor leaft. 
Or in the fight of angels, or their King ! 
Amgels, whofe radiant circles, height o*er height. 
Order o'er order, rifmg, blaze o'er blaze. 
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As in a ikcztre, furround this fcene^ 25:5. 

Intent on man, andanjcious for his fate- 

jingels look out for thee f for thee» their Lord> 

To vindicate his glory ^ and for thee. 

Creation univerfal calls aloud>. 

To dif^nvolve the moral world, and give %6o 

To natuTi^s renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whofe fate, whofe/ffo/fate. 
Hangs on that hour,, exclude it from his thought ? 
I think of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it ! 
All natwfitr like an earthquake, trembling round ! 265 
All Deities^ like fummer's fwarms,, on wing ! 
All bafking in the full meridian blaze ! 
I fee the Judge enthron'd ! the flaming guard ! 
The volume open'd ! open'd every heart ! 
A fun-beam pointing out each fecret thought 370 
No patron ! intcrceflbr none ! now pad 
The fwcet, the clement,, mediatorial hour ! 
For guilt no plea ! to psun, no paufe I no bound ! 
Inexorable, all ! and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man, 275 
From his dark den, blafpheming,. drags his chain. 
And rears his brazen front,, with thunder fcarr'd : 
Receives his ftntence, and begim his helK 
All vengeance pafi^ now,, feems abundant grace : 
Like meteors in a flormy fky, how roll 280 

His baleful eyes ; he curfes whom he dreads ;. 
And deems it the firft moment of his fall. 

*Tis fre/ent to my thought !— and yet where is it ? 
Jft^eli can't tcU me -^ angels cannot guefi 

The 
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Tl» period 'f from mntfA/ beings IbckM 2S5 

In darknefs. But the frecefi, and the pUti^ 

Are lefs obfcure ; for ^fe may man enquire- 

Say> thou great clofe of human hopes and fears t 

Great key of hearti ! great £nifher of fates ! 

Great end ! and gic^ beginning ! {ay, )Vheise artthou ? 

Art thou in time, or in ttarnity /* 

Nor in eternity, nor tdnu, I £nd thee. 

Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet^ 

(Monarchs of all elapsed, or unarrivM !) 

As in debate,, how beft their powers adly'd^ 295 

May fwell the grandeur,, or difcharge the wrath,. 

Of Him, whom both, their monarchies obey^ 

Time, this fafl fabric for him built (and doom'd> 
With him to fall), new burfHng o'er his head ; 
His lamp, the fun,, extinguifh'd ; from beneath^ 300 
The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons 
Ff om their long ilumber ;. from.earth's heaving womb^ 
To fecond birth.! contemporary throng ! 
Rous'd at One call, up&arted from One bed, 
Preft in One croud, appall 'd with One amaze, 305;; 
He turns them o*er. Eternity I to thee. 
Then (as a king deposed difdains to live)- 
He falls on his own fcythe ; nor falls alone ; 
His grcatefl foe falls with him^; Time, and he 
Who nwirder'dall Time's offspring. Death, expire. 310- 

Time was 1 Eternity now reigns alone I 

Aweful Eternity ! ofended queen 1 

And her refentment to mankind, how juft t 

Witb kind intentj, ibiiciting accefsj. 

Hov<^ 



fv YOUNG'S P'OKWrs. 

How often has flie knock'd at human hearts ! 31^ 

Rich to repay their hofpitality. 

How often call*d ! and mth the voice of God !' 

Yet bore repulfe^ excluded as a cheat I 

A dream ! while fouleft foes found welcome there / 

Adrtam, a cheat, nonAj^ all things, but^^fmile. 320 

For, lo ! her twice ten thoufand gates thrown wide> 
As thrice from Indus to die frozen pole. 
With banners dreaming as the comet* 5 blaze^ 
And clarions, louder than the deep in itorms. 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow; jz^ 

Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and' powers. 
Of light, of darknefs ; in a middle field. 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral' region ! there to mark th* event 
Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcenes 330 
DetainM them clofe fpeftators, through a length 
Of ages, ripening to this grand refult ; 
Ages, as yet unnumber*d, but by God; 
Who now pronouncing fentence, vindicates- 
Thc rights of virtue, and his own renown. 335 

Eternity, the various fentence paft, 
Afligns the fever*d throng diftinft abodes. 
Sulphureous, or ambrofial : What enfues ? 
The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven. 340 
The Goddefsy with determin'd afpeft^ turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous fize 
Through defliny's inextricable wards, 
Deep driving every boh, on- both their fates* 

TlK'n 
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Then, from the cryftal battlements of heaven, 345 
Down, down, (he hurls it through the dark profound. 
Ten thoufai^d thoufand fatliom ; there to ruft. 
And jic'er imlock her refolution more. 
The deeprefounds.; and hell, through all her glooms, 
SLetums, in groans, the melancholy roar. 350 

O how unlike the chorus of the ikies ! 
O how unlike thofe (houts of joy, that fhake 
The whole ethereal / How. the concave rings ! 
Nor ftrange! when. deities their voice exalt j 
And louder far, than when creation rofe, 355 

To fee creation's godlike ainj, and end. 
So well accomplifh'd I fo divinely clos'd! 
To fee the mighty dramat\fi*5 laft aft 
(As meet) in glory rifing o'er the reH. 
No. fancy 'd God, a God indeed, defcends, 360 

To folve all knots ; to flrike .the moral\ior£i<t ; 
To throw full day. on darkefl.fcenes of time j 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal j)raife. 
The charm'd fpeftators thunder their applaufe ! 365 
And the vaii void beyond, applaufe refounds. 

What then am //>— 

Amidil applauding worlds. 
And worlds. cele(tial« «is their. found, on. earth, 
A peeviih, diiTonant, rebellious ibriivg, 3^0 

Which jars on the grand chorus, and complains ? 
Cen/ure on thee, Lorenzo I I fufpend. 
And turn it%on my/elf'^ how greatly due I 
All, all is right \ by God ordain'd or done.; 

And 
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And who, but God, refam*d the friends He gave ? 375 
And have J been complainings then, fo long ? 
Complaining of \as fu'vours i pain, 2in^dea$^? 
Who, without /^»'/. advice, woald e?er be good? 
Who, without death, but would be, good in vain ? 
Pain is to fave ^from /«/« ; all punifhment, 580 

To make for peace ; and death to fave from death i 
And fi^cond death, to guard immortal life; 
To roufe the carelefs, the prefumptuous awe. 
And turn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the {ame^tendernefs^ divine ordain'd, 3S5 

That planted Eden, and high-bloom *d for man^ 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the ikies« 

Heaven gives us friends. to blcfs the /r^/br/ fcene ; 
Kefumes them, to prepare /usfor the next. 
AW cv'ds natnral'^TC moral goods 4 390 

AH difcipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
If one are unhappy. : ail have caufe to fmile, 
,£ut fuch as to themfelves that caufe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of onr pains; 
Error, in a^s, or judgment, is the fource ^95 

Of endlefs iighs : We/W, or we miftake.; 
And nature tax, when falfe opinion flings. 
Let impious grief vbe banifh'd, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim, 
Joy from x!titjoyoutf .frequently betrays, 400 

Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy, amidft ills, corroborates, exalts ; 
' Tis joy and conqueft ; joy, and virtue too* 
A noble fortitude in ills, delighu 

Htaven, 
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Heaven, earth, ourfelves ; 'tis duty, glory, peace. 405 

AffUaion is the good man's fhining fcene ; 

Pro/perity conceals his brighteft ray ; 

As night to ftars, nvoe luftre gives to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the ftorm. 

And virtue in calamities, admire 410 

The crown of manhood is a winter-joy ; 

An evergreen, that ftands the Northern blaft. 

And blofibms in the rigour of our fate. 

*Tis a prime part of happinefs, to know 
How much unhappinefs mufi prove our lot ; 415 

A part which few poflefs I I '11 pay life's tax. 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour. 
Nor think it mifery to be a man,!; 
Who thinks /'/ /x, ihall never be a God. 
Some ills we wiih for, when we wiih to live. 42^0 

What i^ke proud paffion ? — '* • Wi(h my being loft \^ 
Prefumptuous ! blafphemous ! abfurd ! and falfe ! 
The triumph of my foul is— That I am ; 
And therefore that I may be— -4a;;&a/ / Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper ftill ; 425 
Unfathomably deep our treafure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, .and ages, and fucceeding ftill 
New ages, whtrt the phantom of an hour. 
Which courts, each night, dull dumber, for repair, 430 
Studl .wake, and wonder, and exult, andpraife. 
And fty^through infinite, and all unlock ; 
lixA (if deferv'd) by heaven's redundant love. 

Made 
• Referring to the Flrft Nl^ht. 
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Made half-adorable itfelf, adore ; 

And find, in adoration, endlefs joy 1 43^ 

Where thou, not mafter of a moment >^^r^. 

Frail as the flower, and fleeting as the gale, 

May'ft boaft a ^hole iternity, enriched 

With all a kind Omnipotence can pour. 

Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninfpir'd* 440 

Has ever yet conceiy'd» or ever fliall. 

How kind is God^ how great. (if. good) is Man. 

No man too.largely from heaven's love can hope. 

If what is hpp^d he labours to fecure* 

Ills ?— rthere are none ^—All-gracious ! none from thee^ 
.From man full many ! numerous is the race 
Of blackefl ills, and thofe immortal too, 
Begot by madnefs on fair liberty \ 
Heaven's daughter, hell-debauch'd ! her hand alone 
Unlocks deflruflion to the fons of men, 450 

Firil barred hy. thine : . high-wall'd with adamant. 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 
And cover '^ with the thunders of thy law; 
Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injun^ons,.^i</<^/, 
AflilHng, not reflraining, r^i|^«*j .choice ; 455 

Whofe fan^ions, una*voidahIe.re/ults 
From nature's courfe, indulgently re veal 'd; 
If unreveal'd, more dangerous, nor lefs fure. 
Thus, an indulgent father -warns his ions, 
*• Do this ; fly that"— nor always tells the caufe ; 460 
PIeas*d to reward, as duty to his will, 
A condud needful to their own repofe. 
Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love furvey'd. 

Aught 
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Aught elfe the name of wonderful retains) 

What rocks are tbejk, on which to build our truft ! 465 

Thy ways admit no blemilh ; none I find ; 

Or this alone—** That none is to hefound.^* 

Not one, to foften cen/ure^s hardy crime ; 

Not one, to palliate peevifh grief ^s Complaint, 

Who like a daemon, murmuring from the duU, 47(1 

Dares into judgment call her Judge* — Supreme 1 

For all I blefs thee ; moft, for xkt/evere ; 

• Her death— -/ff)> oiun at hand — ^the fiery gulph> 

That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent i 

It thunders ;•— but it thunders to preferve ; 47 j 

It fbengthens what it ilrikes ; its wholefome dread 

Averts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 

Join heaven's fweet hallelujahs in thy praife. 

Great Source of good alone ! How kind in all ! 

in vengeance kind ! pain^ deaths gehenna. Save. 480 

Thus, in thy world material. Mighty Mind I 
Not that alone which y^/^w, ^vAjhinesy 
The rough &nd gloomjL, challenges our praife. 
The lAiinter is as needful as ^^fpring ; 
The thundery as the fun ; a flagnate mafs 485 

Of vapours breeds a peftilential air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To nature's health, than purifying florms ; 
The dread Volcano miniflers to good. 
Its finotherM flames might undermine the world. 490 
Loud w£tnas fulminate in love to man ; 
Conuts good omens are, when duly fcann'd ; 

Vol. LXII^ C . And, 



•-« " yoCng*5 poems. 

And, in their afe, tcliffis team to (Mne« 

' ;^^all 16 refponiible for ills receiv'd ; 
Thofe we oa/H nuteUhtd are a chofen bond, 49} 

Compeil'd to reikge in the rigbu for peace. 
Amid my lift of bkfings incite. 
Stand tlds the fbrcmoft. -*' That tny heart has bled^* 
•lis heaven's laft effort of good- will to man ; 
When 'fetm tan't blefs, heaven quits ns in defpair. 506 
Who fails to grieve, when jaft occafion calls. 
Or grieiFCB too moch, tleferres not to be blett ; 
Inhuman, or «%minitte, liis heart ; 
Steh/on abfolves tlie grief* whidh rtafin ends. 
May 4ieffv*eii ve'er truft my ^iend with happinefs, 50; 
Till it has tauj^t him how to bear it well. 
By previous pain ; and made it^^ to /mile ! 
Such fnules are mine, and^r^^ may they remain ; 
Nor hazard their cxtindtions, from excefs. 
My change f)f Jjeart a change oijlyle demands'; .5 10 
The Confolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes -a convert of my guilty fong. 
And when o'er^laboorM, and inclinM to breathe, 
A panting trareller fome lifing ground, 
3ome fmall afcent, hasgainM, ke turns him round* 5 05^ 
And meafures with his eye the various valee. 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has pall; 
And, fatiate of his jowncy* thutks of home, 
EndeaHd by dxftance* nor affdfts more toil ; 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that afcent 520 
The Mufe tes gain'd, review the paths Ihc trod ; 
Various, exten/ive, beaten but by view^ 

And, 
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And> confcious of her prudeiice in repofe, 

Paufe ; and with pleafure meditate an end. 

Though ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme, 525 

Through iaauy a £eld of moral, and divimg. 

The Mpfe has jftray'd ; and much ofjorrow fees 

In human ways ; and much of/aJ/e and vatfi ; 

Which none w^o travel this bad road, c^n mifs* 

O^w friends deceased full heartily &e wept ; Jgd 

Of lo^e dMne the wonders Qie difplay'd ; 

Prov'd man immortal; ihew'd xhs/ourctafjoj% 

The grand trUunal rais'd ; affigni'd the bounds 

Of human grief: infenj, to clofe the whole. 

The moral Mufe has (hadow'd out a iketch, $3$ 

7'hough not in form, nor with a Raphael-^oke> 

Of mofi our weaknefs needs Seiie^e, or do^ 

In this our land of travel and of hope, * 

l^'or peace on earth, or profpeft ofthej^ies* 

What then remains ? Much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be difcharg'd: thefe thoughts, O Night! are thine: 
From thee they came, like lovers fecret fighs. 
While others /Icpt. So Cynthia (poets feign) 
In (hadows veil'd, foft Hiding from her fjAere, 
Hot (hepherd chear'd ; of her enamour 'd lefs, 545 
Than I of thee. — And art thou ilill unfung. 
Beneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, X fing ? 
Immortal illence ! wlvere fhall I begin ? 
Whertf endi Or how Aeal muiic fr^p the fpheres. 
To feQ* tb^ir £pMe(s i 550 

O majeftjc Night ! 
AV«r^*i gre^ anceftoj: ! ^^'V eW^r-born I .• 

C 2 AnJ 
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And fated to furvive the tranfient fun ! 
By mortals^ and immortals, feen with awe ! 
A ftarry .crown thy raven brow adorns, jjj 

An azure zone thy waiil ; clouds, in heaven's loom 
Wrought through varieties of fhape and (hade. 
In ample folds of drapery divine. 
Thy flowing mantle form ; and heaven throughout. 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 560 

Thy gloomy grandeurs Cnature's moft auguft, 
Infpiring afped !) claim a grateful verfe ; 
And, like a (able curtain Aarr'd with gold. 
Drawn o'er my labours paft, ihall clofe the fcene. 
- And what, O man ! fo nvorthy to be fung ? ^65 
What more prepares us for the fongs -of heaven ? 
Creation, of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be fung, fo needful? What fo well 
Celeftial joys prepare us to fuilain i 
The foul of man. His face defign'd to fee 570 

Who gave thefe wonders to be feen by man. 
Has here a previous fcene of objjedls great. 
On which to dwell ; to ilretch to that expanfe 
Of thought, to rife to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 575 

And give her whole capacities that llrength^ 
Which beft may qualify {ox final joy. 
The more our fpirits are enlarged on earth. 
The deeper draught (hall they receive of h$aven. 
Heaven's King I whofe face unveil'd confummates 
blifs ; 580 

Redundant blifs ! which fills that xni^htf void> 

The 
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The whole creation leaves in human hearts I 

Thou, who didlt touch the lip of JefTe's fon,. 

^apt in fwcet contemplation of thefe fires, 

Aad fet his harp in concert with the fpheres ; 585 

l^iiile of thy works material the Supreme 

I dare attempt, aflill my daring fong, 

Loofe me from earth* s inclofure, from xhc/un*Si 

Contraded circle fet my heart at large ; 

£liminate my fpirit> give it range 59P 

Through provinces of thought yet unexploc'd ; 

Teach me, by this Hupendous fcaiFolding,. 

Creation's golden ileps, to climbi to Thee. 

Teach me with art great nature to control,. 

And fpread a luilre o'er the fhades of nights. 59 j 

Feel I thy kind affent ? and ftiall the fun. 

Be feen at midnight^ rifmg in my fbng ?. 

Lorenzo! come, and warm thee: thou whofe heart,. 
Whofe Iittk heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obfcure terreftrial,. anchor weigh- 60a 

Another ocean calls, a nolfler port ; 
I am thy pilot, I thy profperous gale- 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main p 
Main, without tempeil, pirate, rock, or fhore ;. 
And whence thou may 'A import eternal wealth; 60$ 
And leave to beggared minds the pearl ^ndgold. 
Thy travels doft thou boaft o'er foreign realms I 
Thou granger to the world I thy tour begin i 
Thy tour through nature^s univerfal orb* 
Nature delineates her whole chart atlarg:e, 610. 

On foaring fculs^ that fail among the ipheres; 

C I And 
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And man HcM^ plijrblihd> if unknown the wMe ! 
Who circles f^acibtis earthy Aten tr^veU here-. 
Shall own, he itever i^^ froiki heme before ! 
^ome> niy* Promlctheusj from thy pointed rotk 615 
Oi fal/e ambition if unchaih'd^ we 'U itiount ; 
We '11, ittnocently^ ftefti celeiHal fire> 
And kindle our devotion at ^tjiarst 
A theft, that fl^ not chaun> bnt fet thee fi'ee. 
^ Above our atmofphere's inteltine war3, 620. 

Rain's ibttntain-head, the nugazine of hail i 
Above the northern nefts of feather'd fiiows> 
The brew of thanders> and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning ; above the caves 
"Where infant tempefls Wait their growing wing8> 625 
And tune their tender voices to that roar» 
Which foon, perhaps^ flrali fhake a guilty World ; 
Above ridiconftrued omens of the iky j 
Far-travel'd comets' calculated blaze 5 
Elatlce thy thought, and think of toore dtan man* 630 
Thy foul> till now, contraded^ wither'd, fhrutik» 
Blighted by blails of earth* s unwholfome air> 
Will bIoff6m here ; fpread all her facuhies 
To thefe bright ardours ; every power unfbld> 
And rife into fubHmities of thought. 655 

Stars teacJb, as well z.^Jhine. At nature* s birth. 
Thus their commi£ion ran—" Be kind to man,^ 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller I 
The Stars will light thee ; though the Moon fhould ftrl. 
Where are thoti> more benighted I more aftray I 640 

• la 
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In ways immQital ? ThifiStmrs call theo hs^k > 
And, if obey'd their aMmfol^ fet tbee riglM* 

This pr(Hpea vait^ what is it ^---Weigh'd aright . 
Tis nature'3 fy&em of divinity. 
And every ftudent of the Ni^kt infpires.^ 64$ 

'Tis eliier Scriptare, writ by God's own hatd^ 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by xnan« 
Lorenzo I widi my Radius (the rich^ gift 
Of thought nodttmal !) Ill point out to thor 
Its various kilbns ; ibme that may furprize 650 

An un-adept in myfteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, txpe&cdi^ in her fchoob. 
Nor thought to grow on {^anet,. or on Aar- 
Bulls, lions, fcorpioAs, mon^rs here we ^igot*; 
Our£elves more monftrous, not to fee what hie^e 6^ 
^xifls indeed;^z le^iore to mankind. 

What read we i&i?r<^—ThV exigence of a God f 
Yes ; and of other beings, man above ; 
Nadves of iBther 1 Sous of higher climes I 
And, what may move Lorenzo^s^ wonder nore,^^ 66^ 
£temity is written in the fties. 
And whofe eternity P-^^Lorenzo I Thint; 
Mankind* s eternity^ Nor Faith alone. 
Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fovereign cure . 
Of almofl every vice ; but chiefly Tiin^ ; 66$ 

JVraibs Friday Ambition^ and impun Dejlrf^ \ 

Lorenau) \ Thou can ft wake at midnight too. 
Though not on Morals bent 1 Ambitiony Plea/urel 
Thofe tyrants I for Thee ib * lately fought^. 

C 4 . I£ca2L 
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Afibrd their harrafs^d (laves but (lender refl. 6j6 

Thou to whom midnight is immoral noon. 

And the fun's noon-tide blaze> prime dawn of day ; 

Not by thy climate, but capricious crime. 

Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 

In thy no£himal rove» one moment halt, 675 

^Twixt ftage and flage, of riot, and cabal % 

And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift, 

]f bold to meet the face of injur'd heaven) 

To yonder ftars : For other ends they (hine. 

Than to light revellers from fhame to ihame,. 6B0 

And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace. 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete. 
Which iet the living firmament on fire. 
At the firft glance, in iuch an overwhelm 68 j 

Of wonderful, on man's aftoniih'd Aght, 
Rufhes omnipotence ? — To curb our pride ; 
Our rea/on roufe, and lead it to that power, 
Whofe love lets down thefe filver chains of light ; 
To draw up man's amhition to him/elf y 690 

And bind our chaJU affeSions to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, leaft alive on earth. 
And welcom'd on heaven's coail with moil applaufe^ 
An humble, pure, and hearvenly -minded heart. 
Are here infpir'd :— And canft thou gaze too long ? 695 

Nor ftands thy nurath, depriv'd of its reproof,. 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir» 
The planets of each fyftem reprefent 
Kind.neighbours \ mutual amity prevails ; 

Sweet 
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Sweet interchange of rays, received, retumM; 700 

£fllightening, and enlighten'd ! All, at once, 

Attrafting, and attraded I Patriot-liker 

None fms againft the welfare of the whole ;. 

But their reciprocal, unfclfifh aid^ 

Aiferds an embleni of millennial love» 70 J 

Nothing in nature, much lefs con/cious being,. 

Was e'er created folely for itfelf : 

Thus man lAsJb*vireign duty learns in this 

Material pidure of benevolence. 

And know, of all our fupercilious r^ace, 710 

Thou molt inflammable I Thou wa(p of men ! 
Man's angry iieart, infpeited^ would be found 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry fpheres ; 
*Tis nature* s fbufture, broke by ftubboFn at///. 
Breeds all that un-celeftial diicord there* 71c 

Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 
Canft thou defcend from converfe with the feie* 
And fcizc thy brother's throat ?— For what— a clod. 
An inch of earth P The planets erf, " Forbear," 
They chace our double darknefs ; nature* s gloom, 720 
And (kinder ftill !) our inteUe^ual night. 

And fee, day*s amiable fifter fends 
Her invitation, in the foftefl rays 
Of mitigated luftre; courts thy fight; 
Which fuffcrs from her ty rant-brother *s blkze. 72* 
flight grants thee the full freedom of the ikies. 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With^«/>f, andy^, jQie bribes thee to be wife^ 
l^igbt opes the nobleft iceaes^ and ibed« an awe. 

Which 



^ YOUNC^S FOEM& 

Wlijich gms thofe venerable fcenes fUi weighs ^^ 
And deep itception, in tk' intender'd heart ;. 
While light peeps diroi^ the darkness, like a fpy ; 
And darkncfs ihews its grasdeur by the light* 
Nor is the profit greater than xhejoy^ 
if bumaa hearts at glorioos objedb gk)w^ 7&C 

And admiration can in^e delights 

What {peak I mor<»« than I, This moment, feel ^ 
With pleafmg ftnpor firft the fool is ftruck 
(Stupor ordained to mafc^ her truly wife !) 
(Then iiito transport ftarting from her trance^ 74c 
With loTe» and admiration^ how die glows I 
This gorgeous apparatus 1 This difplay I 
This oilentation of creative power i 
Thi^ theatre !-«^hat eye can take it in ? 
^y what divine enchantment was it rais'd, 74^ 

For minds of the firfi: magnitude to launch 
In endlefs fpecolationy and adore ? 
One fun by day> by night Teu th$u/and fhine : 
And light us deep into the Deity ; 
How boundleft in magnificence and might ! 75c 

O what a confluence ei ediereal fires> 
Form urns unnumbered^ down the fteep of heaven» 
Streams to a pointy and centres in my fight I 
Nor tarries there \ I feel it at my hearts 
Ms heart> at once* it humbles, and exalts ;. 755 

^Lays it in doiV> and calls it to the ikies* 
Who kt^ it unexalted ? or anaw'd ? 
Who feps iXp andcaa ftop at what is feen I 
MaterJMd 9fipiJBP(g of Qiwipot^ac^ 1. 
/ Inanimate: 
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Jnaumate, aU-animAtihg birtk! 760 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy praife f 

All praife ! pratfe mart dian homan ! nor deny'd 

Tliy praife Dimrnt /—Bnt though man, drown*d in fleep, 

With-holds lus homage, not ahne I wake ; 

Ught legions iwarm unfeen, and fing, unheard 765 

By mortsd ear, the gloiious Architect, 

In 'nus His aniverfal temple hung 

Widi luilreis, with innumerable lights,. 

That died religion on the foul ; at once, 

the Temple, and the Preacher! O how loud 7-^ 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of night ! 

Devolidn \ dailghter of allronomy ! 
An unde<iJout aflronomer is mad. 
True ; -All diings ^cak a God j but in the final], 
Men trace out }iim\ in great. He feizes man j 775 
Seizes, and elevates, and wraps, and fills 
With new inquiries, *mid affociates new. 
Tell me, ye ftars I ye planets ! tell me, all 
Ye ftarrM, and planeted, inkabitants ! What is it ? 
What art thefe fons of wonder I Say, proud arch, 780 
(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell) 
£uilt with divioe ambition ! in difdaia 
Of limit built I built in the tafte of heaven ! 
VaU concave \ ample dome ! wail thou defign'd: 
A meet apartment for the Deity ? — jgjj 

Not fo ; That thought alone thy fbite impairs. 
Thy lofi^ finks» and (hallows thy prcfiund. 
And ftreightens thy diiJf^frve ; dwarft tke whole^ 
And makes an univerfe an Orrerj* 
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But when I drop mine eye^ and look on* man»^ 790 
Thy night regained, thy grandeur is reftor'd, 
O Nature / wide flies off the expanding round* 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd^ 
The fmitten air is hollow'd by the blow ', 
The vaft difploflon diifipates the clouds; 79^ 

Shock'd asther's billows daih the diflant fkies ; 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies ofl> 
And leaves a mighty void> a fpacious womb,. 
Might teem with new creation ; re-inflam*d 
Thy luminaries triumph, and aflume 800 

Di'vinity themfelves. Nor was it flrange^ 
Matter high-wrought to £uch furprizing pomp^ 
Such godlike glory, flole the ftyle of gods. 
From ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd injen/ei. 
For, fure, to/en/e, they truly are divine; 805, 

And half-abfolv*d idolatry from guilt ; 
Nay, tum*d it into virtue^ Such it ivas 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of man 
Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But, weak of wings,on planets perch'd; andthought 8to 
What was their higheft, muft be their ador'd. « 

But They how weak, who could no higher mount ^ 
And are there, then, Lorenzo ! Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and Unexifl«nt, are the fame ? 
And if incomprehensible is join'd,. 815 

Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to believe ^ 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All meafure in His work; flretchM out His line 
So £&r, and ipread amazement o'er the whole ? 
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TJien (as He took delight in wide extremes), 820 

Deep in the bofom of His univerfe, 

Dropt down that reafining inite, that infed, mattt 

To crawl, and j;aze, and wonder at the fcene ?— - 

That man might ne'er pcefame to plead amazement 

Por dilbelief of wonders in i&M«/^^ £25 

Shall God be lefs miraculous, than what 

His hand has form'd ? Shall myft tries defcend 

From xti'myJierioMs ? Things more elevate. 

Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 

More obvious than Created, to the grafp 830 

Of human thought ? The mare of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, .the more we ihould alTent. 

Could we conceive Hitth God He could not be ; 

Or Hi not God, or ijue could not be meru 

A God alone can comprehend a God^ 835 

Man^s dillance how immenie 1 On/ucb a theme. 

Know this, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne'er fo flrange) 

Nothing czxi/atisfy, but what confounds ; 

Nothing, but ^haXMftoniJhesy is true. 

The fcene thou feeft, attefts the truth I iing, 850 

And every ftar fheds light upon thy creed. 

Thefe.ftara, this furniture, this coft of heaven. 

If but reported, thou hadft ne'er believ'd; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 

The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath, 845 

In rea/on^sjzount to £lence unbelief. 

How my mind, opening at this fcene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the ikies. 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefs adsartftX 
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iia^ the Qreat Sovereign fent tea tho|ifaiid woM% B^ 

To tell us. He refidc* above them All,' 

In^lqry'i ufiapproachaU^ recefs f 

And dai-e #ar^^'/ bald inhabitants deny 

The £iu&ptuous# ihe magnific embaffy 

A moment^s audience ? Turn we* nor will hfi^x ^5^ 

From whom they xomct, or whait they would impart 

For man'ii /smolument^ ^le caufe that ttoops 

Their grandeur u> man's eye? Lorem^o! roufe; 

Let thought, awaken 'dt take the lightning's wing. 

And glance from eaft to weft, from pole to pde. 86c 

Who fees, but is jconfounded^ or aonvinc'd ? 

Renounces ^af9n» %t a God adores ? 

Mankind was fent into the world to^< .- 

Sight gives the icience needful to their peaces 

That obvious fcience zSks/mall learning's aid* €65 

Wouldft thou on meuphyiic pinions ibar I 

Or wovin4 tby patience amid logic thorns ? 

Or travel hiilpry 's enormous round ? 

Nature no fuch hard talk injoins ; She gave 

-A «iake to man ^edive of his thought ; 870 

A make fet upright, pointing to the flars. 

As who«ihaU iay, <' Read thy chief lefibn there," 

Too late to read this manuicript of heaven^ 

When like a ^ai chment«fcroll, flirunk up by &fm^9 

It folds LocensKo's leiTon irom his %ht« 97J 

LeiTon how various I Not the God ^oo^ 

J fee His Mimft&rj ; 1 iee, diftis'd 

In radiant orders, eifences fuU^qie, 

Of variQuaoffices, cf yar40us jtlunKb 

in 
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dii>heavettly liveries» diftin^llf clad, 886 

Axvre, green, purpie, pearU or downy gold. 
Or all commix'^i they ftand, with wings oatfprcad, 
Liftening to catch Uie Mailer'6 leaft command. 
And fly through Nature, ere the moment enda ; 
Numbers innumerable !— Well conceiv'd S8< 

By Pagau, and by Chriftian / O'er each fphere 
Preiides an angel, to direct its courfe, 
AcA feed, or fan, its flames ; 4>r to difcharge 
Other high trofts unknown. Por who can fee 
Such pomp of matter^, and imagine. Mind, 8^ 

For which jaloue Inanimate was made. 
More fparingly difpens'd ? That noUer fon. 
Far liker the great Sire L-^*Tis thus the ikies 
Inform us of fuperiors numberJefs, 
As much, in £xcfUince, above mankind, ^g^ 

As above Earthy isi Magnitude, the Spheres, 
Theft, as a cloud of witnefles, hang o^er us ; 
In a thronged theatre are all our deeds ; 
Perhapsi, « dioufand demigods defcend 
On every beam we fee, to walk with men. po6 

Aweful refledtion i Strong Teftraint from ill ! 
Yet, hire^ our vtrtne €nds (till ftronger aid 
From thefe ethereal glories Benfi furveys. 
Something, Bke magic, ibikes >from this blue vault ; 
\Wlb juft attention is it viewed i We feel 505 

A fudden r«ceear, unimplor'd, undioaght ; 
Nature herfelf -does half (he work of Man. 
Seas, rivers* moontsdns,. fbre^, defarts, rocks. 
The promontoiy's height, the depth profomid 

Of 
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Of fubterranean, excavated grots> .940 

Black brow'd, and vaulted high^ and yawning ^^dde 

From Naturfs ftrudure> or the fcoop oiTiwui 

If ample of dimenfiony vail of fize> 

Ev'n Tb^t an aggrandizbg impalfe give.; 

Of folemn thought enthufiaftic heights 91 j 

Ev'n Tbife infufe.— -But what of vafl in Tbef$? 

Nothing;—- or we muft own the ikies forgot. 

Much Icfs in Art /—Vain Art! Thou pigmy power ! 

How doft^ou fwell anditrut^ with human pride. 

To (hew thy littlenefs ! What childifh toys* .920 

Thy watery columns fquirted to the clouds i 

Thy bafon'd rivers, and imprifon'd ^eas! 

Thy mountains moulded into forms of men ! 

Thy hundred-gated Capitals / or Thofe 

Where three days travel left us much to ride; 925 

Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought^ 

Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe. 

Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air'i 

Or temples proud to meet their Gods half-way ! 

Yet Tbefe affe^l us in no common kind. 930 

What then the force of fuch fuperior fcenes ? 

Enter a temple, it will ilrike an awe : 

What awe from This the Deity has built ? 

A G%od Man feen, though iilent, counfel gives^ 

The touch'd fpe£Utor wiihes to be wife : ^35 

In a bright mirror His own hands have made;, 

Hert we fee fomething like the face of God. 

Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo ! 

To man abandon'd, « Hqfi thufien theJkiesP^ 
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And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind defiga 940 

By daring man, he makes. her facred awe 
(That guard from ill) his ihelter* hb temptation 
To more than common giiilt> and quite inverts 
Celeftial art'^s intent. The trembling ftars 
See crimes gigantic* ftalking through the^loom 945 
With front eredt, that hide their head by day. 
And making night iHU darker by their deeds. 
Slumbering in covert> till the ihades defcend* 
Rapine and Murder., link'd, now prowl for prey. 
TJie mifer earths his treafurej and the thief> 950 

Watching the mole, half-beggaxs him ere mom. 
Now Plots y and foul Con/piracies, awake ; 
And, mufHing up their horrors from the moon, 
Havock and de vacation they prepare. 
And kingdoms tottering in the field of blood. 955 

Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What (hall I do ? — Supprefs it ? or proclaim ?— 
Why Jleeps the thunder? Now, Lorenzo ! now. 
His beft friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Afcends fecure ; and laughs at gods and men. 960 
Prepofterous madmen, void of fear or fhame. 
Lay their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyes of heaven ; 
Yet (brink, and (hudder, at a mortal's fight* 
Were moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 
To guide, yet /creen them, with tenebrious light ? 965 
No; they were made to fafkion the fublime 
Of human hearts, and *wi/er make the Jf^t/e. 

Thofe ends were anfwer'd once; when mortals fiv'd 
Of Wronger wing, of aguiline afcent 
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In theory foblime. O how tmlike ^p 

Thofe vermin of the night, this moment fung. 
Who crawl on Earth, and on her venom fet^\ 
Thofe antient fages. Human ftars ! They met 
Their brothers of the Skies, at midnight hour ; 
Their counfcl afk'd; and, what they alk'd, obeji'd. 97.5 
The Stagirite, and. Plato, He who drank 
Tne poifon'd bowl, and He of Tufciilum, 
With him of.Corduba (immortal names' !) 
In thefe unbounded, and Elyiian, walks. 
An area fit for Gods, and Godlike men. .990 

They took their nightfy round, through radiant paths 
By Seraphs trod ; inflruded, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in Their bright footfteps here below ; ' 
To walk in worth ftill brighter than the ikies. 
There they ccntraded their contempt oi Earth ; 985 
Of hopes eternal kindled. There, the fire; 
There, as in near approach, they glow 'd, and grew 
(Greatvvifitants !) more intimate with God, 
More worth to Min, more joyous to Them/elves, 
Through various Firtues, they, with ardour, ran 990 
The Zmdiac of their learri'd, illuftrious lives. 
In Chrifilan Jbearts, Q for z. Pagan zeal I 
A needful, but afprobrkus prayer I as much 
Our Ardour Lefs, as Greater is our Light. 
How monftrous This in Morals / Scarce more ftrange 995 
Would this Fh^ncmvonin nature ftrikc, 
A Sun, that froze her, or a ^/^, that warm'd. 
What taught thefe heroes of the moral world ? 
To thefe thou giv'fl thy Prai/e, ffvc Credit too. 

Thefe 
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^^edodors ne'er were peniionMto deceive thee ; iooo 

And Pi^am tutors are thy tafte.-— They uught, 

^j^at, aarrow views betray to mifery : 

That, vidfe it is to comprdiend die whole : 

That, VirtiUt ro£e fWnn Nature, pondered well. 

The fingle A>afe of Firtui built to heaven: 1005 

^^z^•God, txA Nature, our attention «hdm : 

That, Nature is the gbis refiedmg God» 

As, by the Sea, refl^ed is the Sun, 

Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his fj^re : 

That, Mind immorti^l loves immertsl aim» ; I o xo 

That, boundU/s Mind afFeds ^^bundlefs Spate: 

That vaft furveys, and the fublime of thingS» 

The foul ajQlBulate, and make her great : 

That, ^erefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 

Of inipiration, thus fpreads out to maxu x o 1 5 

Such are their do6bines j /ucb the Night infpir'd. 

And whatmoretrue ? What truth of greater weight ? 
The foul of man was made to walk the ikies; 
Delightful outlet of lier pnfon Here! 
There, difincumber'd from her chains, the ties xoao 
Of toys terreftrial, ihe can rove at large. 
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend. 
In full proportion let loofe aH her powers; 
And, undeluded, grafp atfomethtng great. 
Nor, as a ftranger, does fiie wander there ; 1025 

But;, wonderful herfelf, dirpugh wonder ftrays ; 
Contemplating fi&#i> grandeux^ finds her ewn ; 
Dives deep in their ceconomy divine. 
Sits high in judgment on their varioutlaws, 

D z And» 
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.^And, like a mafter, judges not amifs. 10^ 

Hence ^greatly pleas'd, and juiUy proad» the foul 
Grows confcious of her birth celeftial ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air 4 
And feels herfelf at home amongft die ftars ; 
And, feeling, emulates our country's praife. 103J 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo ?— 
As Earth the Ixxiy, iince, the Skies fuftain 
The foul with food, that gives immortal life. 
Call it. The noble pafture of the Mind ; 
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exults, 1040 
And riot« through thefbcuries of thoujght* 
Call it. The Garden of the Deity, 
Bloflbm'd with ftars, redundant in the growih 
Of fruitambrofial ; moralfrnit to man. 
•Can it, The breaft-plate of the true High-prieft, 1045 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give. 
In points of higheft moment, right refponfe ; 
And ill negledled, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aftrology ; 
Thus have we found a newi and noble fenfe, J 050 
In which aloTte ftars govern human fates. 
O that the Star's (as fome have feign*d) let fall 
Bloodfhed, and havock, on embattled realms. 
And refcued Monarchs from fo black a guilt ! 
tBoiirbon ! this wifh how generous in a foe! *05S 

Wouldft thou be great, woiddft thou become a God, 
And ftick thy deathlefs name among the ftars. 
For mighty conqnefts on a needle's point ? 
Jnilend of*fjrging chains ^ foreigners^ . 
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•fi^^ thy Tutor : Grandeur all xkf aim I 1060 

^5 yet thou know'ft not what it is : how greatr 
H(nv glorious^ theny appears the Mind of many 
When in it all the flars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it feemsp it //.* Great objeds make 
OreM minds, enlarging as their views enlarge ; 1065 
Tho/e ftill more Godlike, as The/e more divine.. 
And more divine than The/cy thou canft not fee. 

Dazzled, o'er-power'd, with the delicious draught 

Of mifcellkneous ij^endors, how 1 reel 

From thought tathougiit, inebriate, without end ! 1070- 

An Eden, this!' a Paradife unkJIH 

I meet the Deity in every view. 

And tremble at my nakednefs before him ! 

O that I could but reach the Tree of Life f 

For Here it grows, unguarded from ourtafle; 1075: 

No Flaming Sivord denies our entrance Here ; 

Would man but gather,, he might li*vefor e^ver, 
Lorenzo ! much of Moral hail thou feen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fbnd ? Then mark 

The Mathematic glories of the Ikies, 1080- 

Ifi number, weight, and meafure, all ordain'd. 

Lorenzo's boafted builders, Chance,.^nd Fate,, 

Are left to finilh his aerial towers ; 

JVifdom and Choicer their well-known characters 

Here deep imprefs ; and claim it for their own. voSj; 

Though fplendid all, no fplendor void of ufe ; 

Vfe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Ponver^ 

No wanton wafte, amid effnfe expence ;, 

The great OeconomiiladjufKng all 

D'3: To 
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To pradent pofflp>. ougmfkeAdy wife. fo^ 

How rich the pro^edt \ and for ev^ new I 
And neiJirtfi to die imm that views it mofi ; 
For newer (till ia infinke iucceeds. 
Then> theie aeriat racers^ O how fwift I 
Mow the fluft loiters from the ibrongeft ftrisg ! k>95 
Spirit alone can difbmce the career. 
Orb above orb afcending without end ! 
Circle in circle*, without end^ .inclosed ! 
Wheej, within Wheel; £zekiel ! like to thine ! 
Like tiune> k feems a vi&on or a. dream ; lioo 

Thougk^ff«> we labour to believe it trm L 
What involution ! what extent ! what fwarma 
Of worlds, that laugh at Eartk ! iauneniely. great- 1 
Immenfely diftant from each other's fpheres ! 
What, then, the wondrous Space through, which they 
roll ? 1105 

At pnce it quite mgulphs alLhuman thought^ 
'Tis compreheniion's abfblute defeat. 

Nor think thop feeft a wild diforder here ; . 
Through this iUuflrioas chaos to the iight. 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reigp. i^io 
The path prefcrib'd, inviolaWy kept. 
Upbraids the lawlefs (allies o£ mankind. . 
Worlds, ever thwarting* never interfere ; 
What knots are ty'd ! How foon are they diilblvM* 
And fet the fi^eming marry 'd planets free I 1115 

They rove for ever, without error rove;. 
Confufion unconfus'd I nor lefs admire 
I'his tumult untumoltuous; all on wing \ 

In 
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£1 motion, aU ! yet what profound repoTe ! 

Wlut fervid action, yet no noUe ! a^ aw'd llZQ^ 

To £Ience, by the prefeoce of their Lord ; 

Qr hufh'd by His conunand, in k>ve to mas^ 

And bid let'M foft beams on human reft, 

Keilleft themfelves. On yon coerulean plain,. 

In exultation to Their God, and nine, 1 125 

They dance, they iing eternal jubilee, 

£temal celebration of His praife. 

But, iince their Sof^ arrives not at our ear. 

Their Dance pcrplex'd exhibits to the fight 

Fair Hieroglyphic of His peerlefi power. 1 1 j^. 

Mark, how the Latyrimbian turns they take> 

The circles intricate^ and myftic maze. 

Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence j 

To Go4is, how great ! how legible to Man J 

Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder ftill I 1 135 
Where are the pillars that fupport the fkies ? 
What more than Atlanteau ihoulder props 
Th' incumbent lo^d ? what magic, what ftrange art. 
In fluid air thefe ponderous orbs fuilains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains ?«^ 
And fo they are ; in the high will of heaven. 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air. 
Or air of adamant; makes all of nought,^ 
Or nought of all ; \ifuch the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 1145 

The moft gigantic Tons of earth, the broad 
And towering Alps, all toft into the fea ^ 
And, light as down, or volatile as air, 

D 4 Their 
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Their bulks enormcmsi dandi^ on the waves^ 
Iittime^ and meafure, exquifite; while all iifi^ 

The winds» in emnlatiott of the fpheres. 
Tone their fonorous inftnunents aloft; 
The concert fwelh and animate the ball. 
Would thi5 appear amazing ¥ What> then^ worlds, 
l9 a* far thbner element fuilain'd» 1 15 j 

And ai^g the fame part, with greater fkill. 
More rapid movement, and for nobleft entis f 

More o6*vious ends to pafs, are not thefe ftars 
The- feats majeftic, proud imperial thrones. 
Oh which angelic delegates of heaven, i igb 

At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods, 
Difcharge high trufts of Vengeance ^ or of Z^^o/f ; 
To clothe, m outward grandeur, grand deilgn. 
And a6b mbft folemn ftiU more folemnize ? 
Ye Citizens of air ! what ardent thanks, 1 165 

What full cfFufion of the grateful heart. 
Is due from man indulg'd in fuch a fight ! 
A fight fo noble 1 and a fight fo kind ! 
It drops nrw truths at every nefw furvey ! 
Feeb not Lorenzo fometlung ftir within, 1 170 

That fweepe away all period ? As thefe fpheres 
Meajkre duration, they no lefs infpire 
The Godlike hope of ages without end. 
The boundlefs Space, through which thefe rovers take 
Their reftleis roam, fuggefts the filler thought 117J 
Of boundlefs. T/W* Thus, by kind Nature's fkill. 
To man unlabour'd, that important gueft, 
Bternit;', finds entrance at the Sight : 
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Ancf an Eternity, for man ordainM> 
Or thefe Ms deftin'd midnight coonfellorsv i igo 

The Stars, had never whifpep'd.-itto mam 
Nature i«/flrfflw, but ne*hr in/ults, herfons^^ 
Could fhe then* kindle the moft ardent wiih 
To difaffoint it ?— That is blafphemy* 
Thus, of thy creed- a fecond article,. i igj 

Momentous,^ as the exigence of a God,. 
Is found fas I conceive) where rarely fought ; 
And thou may'ft read- thy Soid immortal. Here; 
Here, then, Lorenzo! on- thefe glories dwell ; 
Nor want the guilt, illuminated, roof. i r9a 

That calls the wretched" G«y to dark delights. 
AJfemblies /*— This is one divinely bright ; 
Hire, unendanger'd in health, wealth; or fame^ 
Range through the faireft, and the Sultan fcom. 
He, wife as Thou,, no Crefcent holds fofeir, '^95^ 

As that, which on his turbant awes a world ; 
And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind fuperior to the charms of Po^er. 
Thou muffled: in delufions of this life ! i2CO 

Can yonder Moon turn ocean in liis bed; 
From fide to fide, in conflant ebb and flow. 
And purify from flench his watery realms ?- 
And fails her moral influence ^ wants fhe power 
To turn- Lorenzo's ftubbom tide of thought 1205 
From flagnating on Earth* smk&.tdi fhore. 
And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart ? 
Fails her attra^on when it draws to heaven ) 
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Nay, and to what tkou valueft more^ EertVi joy I 
Msfida elevate, and panting for VnfuHt laia 

And defecate from ^Mfe^ atone obtain • 
Fall reliih of exigence an*defiower'd« 
The Ufi of Ufe, the Z^ of worldly blift ;. 
All elie on earth amounts— to what ? To Tbu : 
«• Bad to be Suffer' di blefiings to be Left :** 1215 
Earth's richeft inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher fcenes be, then, the call obey'd. 
O let me gaze !— Of gazing there's no end. 
O let me thmk l-» Thought too is wildtr^d Mere ; 
In mid-way flight imagination tires ; 1 220 

Yet foon re-prunes her wing to foar anew. 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So great the pleafure, £0 frofiund the plan ! 
A banquet, this, where men and angels meet. 
Eat the fame Manna^ mingle earth and heaven. X12^ 
How diftant fome of thefe nodurnal funs ! 
So diHant (fays the fage), 't were not abfurd 
To doubt, if beams, fet out at Nature^ j births 
Are yet arriv'd at this fo foreign world ; 
Though nothmg half fo rapid as their flight. 1 230 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 
And roVLfor ever : vAio can fatiate fight 
In/uch a fcene ? in fuch an ocean wide 
Oi deep ailoniihment ? where depth, height, breadths 
Are loft in their extremes; and where to count 1235 
The thick-fown glories in this Eeld of fire. 
Perhaps a Seraph's computation fails. 
"^ow, go, AMiition I boaft thy boundleOs might 
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In conqaeft o*cr die tentk fMUt of m. gnun... 
Aid yet Lo«n»o calls for mirftcks^ it^O 

To give kis UMteni^ faith a kM-htft^. 

Why can for kift tluui i»^mhim^ thine ?. 

Thoa art ae novice k dieology ; 

What is 2L>Mirmd€ /*-— 'Tis a jreproacii» . 

Tifi an implicii (atire, on aankiad ^ 1 245 

And while it /fOisfis, it ttufwtn too. . 

To commmi feafe, great Natun*s coorfe prodaimt 

AX^eky: when nankuid £dU afleep> 

A Afirtfr/r.is {tvX^tA aa.-akrai ; . 

To wake the worid» and prove Him. o'er agaiD» 1250 

By recent argiinient»>,hat^iiot mwtftrwg. 

Say, which imports more plemtnde of .power. 

Or natore'l biws to/x» or to repeml t. 

Tom4i« a fun» or/0/ his nudcareer ? 

To coanterntand ]us (»ders,,and fend back' X<5S > 

The ftanung courier to the frighted Eafiy 

Warai'd, aad aftoniih'd,, at his evening ray ? 

Or bid the Mnm^ as with her jporney tir'd, . 

In Ajalon's foft, flowery vale rcpofc ? 

Gieat thangs are thefe ;. itill greater, to creaii. |2£*. 

From Adam's bowerlook down through the whole tnun 

Of miracles ;«-HPefiiUef8 is their power \ 

Tbey do not, ros not, more amaze the mind* . 

Than this,. calVd un-miraculous furvey. 

If idy weigh'd» if ratimdlj feen^ 126$ 

If feen with human eyes. The Brutes iiideed> 

Sees nought but tS/^jr^/w here ; the FW, no more. 

Say'ft thou, « The courfe QfNaiuri gQvenk% %SL V' 
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The Courfe of Nature is the Art of God. 

The miracles thou call'ft^ for^ This atteft ; 127a 

For fay» could Nsuure Nutsin^'s courfe control t 

But, miracles apart> whofe {tts him not. 

Nature* s Controller, Author, Guide, and End! 

Who turns his eye on Nature* s midnight face, 

Buf muft inquire— '* What hand behind the fcene, 1275 

** What arm Ahnighty, put thefe wheeling globes 

'' In motbni and wound up the vaU machine ? 

** Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs ? 

*' Who bow*d them flaming through the dark profound; 

^ Numerous as glittering gems of morning-dew, 1280' 

** Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze, 

« And fefctte bofom of OU Night on fire ? 

•* Peopled her defert, and nuule horror fmile V^ 

Gr, if the military ftyle dcMghts thee, 

(For ftars have fought their battles, leagu'd with man) ' 

** Who marfhals this bright hoft ? enrolls their names ?* 

'' Appoints their poft, their marches, and returns 

** Punftual at dated periods ? who difl>ands « 

«' Thefe veteran troops, their final dut^ done, 

•*• Ife'erdifbanded?" — He, whofe potent word» \.%gf» 

Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firft their powers 

In Night*s inglorious empire, where they llept 

In beds of darknefs : arm'd them with fierce flames^ 

Arrang'd, and. diiciplin'd, and cloath'd in gold ; 

And caird them out of Chaos to the field, ^^9i 

Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 

O let us join this army ! joining thefe, 

WiiJ gkwe us hearts intrepid, at that houF> 
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When brighter flames fhall cut a darker nighty 
When thefe ftrong.demonilrations of a God 1300 

Shall hide their heads^ or tumble from their fpheres. 
And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck 2X,tbat thoughts as new awak'd, I lift 
A more enlightened eye, and read the flars 
Xo man fUll more propitious ; and their aid .ijoj; 

(Though guiltlefs of idolatry) implore; 
Nor longer rob them < of their nobleft name. 
O ye Dividers of 71^ Time / Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years. 
In ,your fair Xalendar diflindly mark'd ! 1 3 1 o 

Since that authentic, radiant regiHer, 
Though man infpedsit not, itands good agamfl him; 
Since You^ and years, roll on, though man flands iHll; 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to Wi/dom ; now beyond 13 1 5 
AU fhadow of excufe for fooling on. 
Age imooths our path to prudence ; fweeps a£de 
The fnares keen Jpptite, and paflion fpread 
To catch ftray fouls ; and woe to that grey head, 
Whofe Folly would undo what Age has done ! J 320 
Aid then, aid, all ye ftars ! — Much rather. Thou, 
Great Artift I Thou, whofe finger fet aright 
Tius exquifite Machine, with all its Wheels, 
Though intervolv'd, exa£l ; and pointing out 
Life's rapid.and irrevocable flight, 1325 

With fuch an Index fair as none can mifs. 
Who lifts an eye, nor deeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity I to read 
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The tadt doftrine of thy works; to fee 
Things as they are^ nn-alterM through the glafs f 
X>f worldly wiihes. Time^ Eternity i 
: ('Tis thefe, imf-meafiir'dj rain all mankind) 
Set them before me ; let me ky diem both 
In equal fcale, and learn th^ various weight 
Let Time appear a Moment, as it isi i 

And let Eternity* s full orb> at once. 
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heaven. 
When (hall I fee far more than diarms me now? 

vGaze on creation's model in Thy breaft 

wUnveil'd, nor .wonder at the tranfcript more ? i 

^ When this vile, fordgn, duft, which fmothers all 
That travel EartJU^sdeep vale, fhall I fhake off? 

When ihall my foul her incarnation quit. 
And, re-adopted to thy bleft embrace, 

t Obtain heir Jpotheofis in Thee ? i 

Doft think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wde ? 
No, 'tis diredly ftriking at the mark ; 
To wake thy dead devotion • was my point ; 

- And how I blcfs w^g^i^/'j confecrating ihades. 
Which to a temple turn an unifverfe\ \ 

. Pill us with great ideas, full of heaven. 
And antidote the peflilential earth ! 
In every ftorm,-that either frowjis, or falls. 
What an afylum has- the foul in prayer ! 
And what a fane is ihis^ in which to pray ! i \ 

And what a God muft dwell in fuch a fane t 
O what a genius muft inform the ikies !^ 

/ 
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Aiid is Lorenzd's falamander heart 

^Cold, and untouchM, amid tfaefe (kcred fires? 

ye no^urnal fparks ! ye glowing embers, 1 360 

Onheaven's broad kearth! who bam, or bum no more, 

'Who blaze, or die, as Great Jehovah's breath 

Or blows you, or forbears : affift my fong; * 

Pour your whole influence; exorcife his heart. 

So long pofleft; and bring him. back taman, 156I5 

And is Lorenzo xdemurrcrJIillP 
Fride in thy parts provokes thee to contefl: 
Truths^ which, conteAed* put thy parts to Ihame. 
Nor fhame they more Lorenzo's head than hearty 
A/aithle/s hearty how defpicably fmall. ! 1 3 70 

Too ilreight, ought great, or generous, to receive! 
.Fill'd with an atom ! fill'd,.andfoul'd, vnth^Self! 
And felf-mifbken ! felf, that. lafts an hour ! 
InftinSs and fa/fionsy of the nobler kind. 
Lie fuffbcated there; or they alone, 1375 

Reajon zpzrt, would. wake high hope^ and open> 
To raviih'd thought, that intelUSual fphere. 
Where, ordery iM/dom, goodne/s, providence^ 
Their endlefs miracles of love difplay. 
And promife all the truly-great deiire. I3SD 

The mind that would be happy y muft be great ; 
Great, in its •wijhes ; great,. in Its /ur*veys» 
Extended views a narrow mind extend; 
Pufli out its corrugate, expanfive make. 
Which, ere long, more than planets fiiall embrace. 1 3 ^5 
A man of compafs makes a man of nuorth ; 
^Divsm contemphte, and < become ifi^^iac. 



K^ 



48 YOUNG'S J^OEMS. 

As man was made for glory^ and for bUfs, 
All littlenefs is in approach to woe; 
Open thy bofom, fet thy wiihes wideu j 

And let in manhooJ; let in happinefs ; 
Admit the boundlefs theatre of thought 
From nothing* up to God ; which makes a man. 
Take God from nature, nothing great is left ; 
Man's mind is in a pit* and nothing {cts ;— i 

Man's heart is in a jakes* and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; ered thine eye.; 
^ee thy diftrefs ! how dofe art thou befieg'd ! 
>Befieg'd by nature, the proud fceptic's foe ! 
Jnclos*d by thefe innummerable worlds* i. 

Sparkling conviction on the darkefi mind* 
As in a golden net of Providence. 
How art thou caught fure captive of belief ! 
From this thy.bleft captivity^ what art* 
What blafphemy to reafon, fets thee free ! li 

This fcene is heaven's indulgent violence : 
Canft thou bear up againft this tide of glory? 
What is earth. bofom'd in thefe ambient orbs* 
But* faith in God imposed* and pr^s'd on man ? 
Dar'ft thou dill litigate thy defperate cau/e, j^ 

Spite of thefe numerous* awful* iMitneJfes, 
And doubt the depofition of the ikies ? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin! 

Laborious ! 'tis imprailicahle quite.; 
iTo fink beyond 2^. doubt, in this debate* 44 

With all his weight of wifdom and of will, 
Ajjd crime flagitious* I defy a fool. 
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Seme wiih they V/V; but no man dijhelieves. 

God is a Spirits Spirit cannot flrike 

Thefe grofs, material organs ; God by man 1420 

As much is feen, as man a God can fee> 

In thefe aftonilhing exploits of power. 

What order, beauty, motion, diftance, fize ! 

Conccrtion of defign, how exquifite ! 

How complicate, in their divine police ! 142^ 

Apt means ! great ends ! confent to general good !-— 

Each attribute of thefe material gods. 

So long (and that with fpecious pleas) ador'd, 

A feparate coriqueft gains o'er rebel thought; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 1430 

Lorenzo! this may feem harangue to thee; 
Such all is apt to feem, that thwarts our will. 
And doft thou, then, demand 2ijimple proof 
Of this great matter moral of the fkies, 
Unikill'd, or dif-inclin'd, to read it there ? 1435 

Since 'tis the bails, and all drops without it. 
Take it, in one compadl, unbroken chain. 
^Hch proof infifts on ^n attentive ear ; 
'Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts. 
And, for thy notice, llruggle with the world. 144® 
Retire; — ^the ivorU Ihut out;— thy thoughts cal 
Imagination's airy wing reprefs ;— [home ;— 

Lock up thy /en/es ;— let no pajjion ftir ;— 
Wake all- to reafon ;— let her reign alone ; 
Then, in thy /onl's deep filence, and the depth 1445 
JOf nature's filence, midnight, thus inquire. 
As / have done ; and fhalJ inquire no more« 
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In nature's channeL thus the queflkns run. 

*' What am I ? and from ^jahtnct /*— I nothing know^ 

^ Sut that I am ; and, fmce I anu conclude 14$^^ 

Something eternal : had there e*er been nought. 
Nought Hill had been : eternal there muji be. — 
But luhat eternal I — Why not human race ? 
And Adam's anceftors without an^nd ?•— 
That's hard to be conceiv'd ; fince every link 145 j 
Of that long-chain'd fucceflion is fo frail ; 
Can every part depend^ and not the ixihoU f 
Yet grant it true ; nenu difficulties rife ; 
I'm ftill quite out at fea; nor fee the ihore. 
Whence earthy and thefe bright orhs F^-^Eternal too ? 
Grant matter was eternal j ftill thefe orhs 
Would want ibmc other father ; — much defign 
Is feen in all their motions, all their makes ; 
Defign implies intelligence, and art ; 
Xhat can't be from them/ehes — or man \Xh^t art 1465 
Man fcarce can comprehend, could man be flow ? 
And nothing greater yet allow'd than m^v.— 
Who, motion, foreign to the fmalleft grain. 
Shot through vaft mafles of enormous weight ? 
Who bid brute matter's reftive lump affume 1470 
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 
Has matter innate motion ? then each atom, 
AfTcrting its indifputablc right 
To dance, would, form an univerfe of duft : 
Has matter notu F* Then whence thefe glorious forms 
And boundlefs flights, from Jhapele/s^ and repoid? 
Has matter more than motion ? has it thought. 
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** Judgment, and genius ? is it deeply learn'd 

In mathematics ? Has it framed /uch laws, 
** ^Vhich but to guefs, a Newton made immortal ? — 1 480 
** If fo, how each^iig-tf atom laughs at me, 
" Who think a cloii inferior to a man / 
" If art, to form ; and counfel, to condud ; 
" And that with greater far, than human ikill ; 
" Refides not in each block ;— a Godhead reigns.— 1485 
" Grant, then, invifible, eternal. Mind; 
" That granted, all is folv'd — But, granting that, 
" Draw I not o'er me a (till darker cloud ? 
" Grant i not that which I can ne*er conceive ? 
*' A being without origin, or end !— 1490 

" Hail, human liberty 1 There i& no God— 
'^ Yet, why ? On either fcheme that knot fubfifts ; 
** Subfift it mufti in God, or human race : 
" If in the laft, how many, knots beiide, 
" IndifToluble all ?— Why chufe it there^ 1495 

*• Where, chofen, fUll fubiift ten thoufand more ? 
** Rejed it, where, that chofen, all the reft 
" DifpersM leave reafon^s whole horizon clear ; 
" This is not reafon's didate ; re a/on fays, 
*' Clofe with the iide where ene grain turn s the fcale ; 1 5 00 
" What vaft preponderance is here I can reafon 
" With louder voice exclaim — Believe a God ? 
" And reafon heard, is the fole mark of man. 
" What things impoffible muft man think ti-ue, 
'* On any other fyftem ! and how ftrangc xjoj 

** To dijbelie've, through mere credulity !'* 
If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw. 

El' V^ 
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;Let it for ever bind him to belief. 

And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 

And, if a God there is, that God how great ! 15 1» 

How great that power, whofe providential care 

Through thefe bright orbs^ dark centres -darts a ray ! 

Of nature 'univerfal threads the whole I 

And hangs creation, like a precious gem. 

Though little, on the footflool of his throne I 15 15 

That little gem, how large ! a weight let fall 
From a fixt ftar, in ages can it reach 
This diflant ><ir/;& / Say, then, Lorenzo! where. 
Where, ends this mighty building ? Where, begin 
The fuburbs of Creation ? Where, the wall i j20 
Whofe battlements look o*er into the vale 
Of non-exiftence ? Nothing's {Irange abode ! 
Say, at what point of fpace Jehovah dropped 
His flacken'd line, and laid his balance by ; 
Weighed loorUs, and meafur'd infinite, no more ! 1525 
Where, rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, to gods. 
In charafters illuftrious as the fun, 
" i fland, the plan's proud period ; I pronounce 
^* The work accomplifh'd ; the creation clos'd: 1530 
" Shout, all ye gods ! nor fhout ye gods alone j 
•' Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
" That refts, or rolls, ye heights, and depths rdbundl 
•*' Refound! r^found ! ye depths,and heights, refound ! '* 
Hard are thofe quefUons ; — Anfwer harder Ifill, 1535 
Is this the folfe exploit, the fmgle births 
The folitary fon of po^wer divine f 
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^^ has th* Almighty Father,, with a breath, 

'^pKgnated the wombof diftant^^^ ?, 

*^^s He not bid, in various provinces, *^40 

^fother-Creations the dark bowels burft- 

Of night primaeval ; barren, now, no more.-? 

•And He the central fun, tranfpiercing all 

Thofe giant 'generations y which difport,. 

And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray ; '54S 

That ray withdrawn,, benighted, or abforb'd. 

In that ahy/s of horror, whence they fprung ; 

While Chaos triumphs, repofleft of all 

Rival creation ravifti'd from his throne ? 

Chaos ! of nature both the womb,, and grave ! 155^^ 
Think 'ft thou my fcheme,.Lorenzo, fpreads too wide I: 

Is this extravagant ? — No; this isJ4ifi\ 

Juft, in conjedure, though 't were falfe vafaS. 

If *tis an error, 'tis an error fprung 

From noble root, high thought of the Moil-High. 1555 

But wherefore error ? who can prove it fuch ?— 

He that can fet Omnipotence a bound. 

Can man concei'vehtyoitA what God can do P. 

Nothing, but quiu impojjihle is hard^ 

He fummons into being, with like eafe^ it^S^^ 

A whole creation, and a fingle grain. 

Speaks he the word ? a thoufand worldis are born ! 

A thoufand worlds ?. there 's fpace for millions more f 

And in what fpace can his great /«/ fail ? 

Condemn me not,, cold critic ! but indulge 1565 

The warm imagination : why condemn ? 

Why not mMga fuch. thoughts, as fweU owYit^xxv 
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With fuller admiration of that ponjuer. 

Who gives our hearts with fuch high thoughts to fwell f 

Why not indulge in His augmented praife i 1570 

Darts not His glory a ftill brighter ray. 

The lefs is left to Chaos, and the realms 

Of hideous night, v/hcre fancy ftrays aghaft ; 

And, though moft talicati've, makes no report f 

Still feems my thought encM-mous ? Think again; 1575 
Experience *felf fhall aid thy lame belief. 
Glaffes (that revelation to the fight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep difclofe 
Of fine-fpun nature, exquifitelyyJ»«//, 
And, xho\xf^ demon/trated. Mil iII'Concei*v*d P ij8o 
If then, on the reverfe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far. 
To k^ep the balance, and creation poi/e ? 
De/e^ alone can err on fuch a theme ; 
What is too great, if we the cau/e/urvey ? 1585 

Stupendous Architeft ! Thou, Thou art all ! 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds he'rfelf but at the centre ftill ! 
I Am, thy name ! exigence, all thine oivn ! 
Creation*^ TioX\6xig', flattered much, if ftyl'd 1590 
" I'he thin, the fleeting aimo/phere of God,'* 

O for the voice — of what ? of whom ?— What voice 
Can anfwer to my wants, in fuch afcent. 
As dares to deem one univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now fancy glows, 1595 

Fir'd in the vortex of Almighty power) 
Js not this home creation, irv xlbe m^^ 
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Of univerfal nature, as a fpcck, 

I^e fair Britannia in oar little ball ; 

Exceeding fair> and glorious, for its fize, 1600 

But, elfewhcre, far out-meafur'd, far outftionc I 

^^ fancy (for xYi'&faSi beyond us lies) 

Canft thou not figure it, an IJle, almoft 

Too fmall for notice, in the vaft of being i 

Severed by mighty feas of un-buik fpace 1605 

From other realms ; from ample continents 

Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell %. 

Lefs northern, lefs remote from Deity, 

Glowing beneath the Urn of the Supreme ; 

Where fouls in excellence make hafte, put forth, 161^ 

Luxurian growths ; nor the late autumn wait 

Of human worth, but ripen foon to gods ? 

Yet why drown /ancy in fuch depths as thefe ? 
Return, prefumptuous rover ! and confefs 
The bounds of man ; nor blame them, as too fmall. 1615 
Enjoy we not full fcope in what is/een ? 
Full ample the dominions of the fun ! 
Full glorious to behold I how far, how wide. 
The matchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne, 
Laviih of luilre, throws his beams about him, 1620 
Farther, and failer, than a thought can fly. 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires i 
This Heliopolis, by greater far. 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built ; 
And He alone, who built it, can defboy. 1625 

Beyond this city, why flrays human thought ? • 
One wonderful, enough for man to know I 

E 4 ^'^^ 
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One infinite ! enough for man* to range I 

One firmamenty enough for man to read ! 

O what voluminous inftrudion here ! 163 

What page of wifdom is deny'd him ? None ; 

If learning his chief lefTon makes him wife. 

Nor is inftru&ioni here,, our only gain ; 

There dwells a noble pathos in the ikies> 

Which warms. our paflions, profelytes our heart}. i6fi 

How eloquently fhines the glowing pole ! 

With what authority it gives its charge, 

Remonftrating great truths in ftyle fublime. 

Though filentx loud ! heard earth around ; above 

The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell ; i6i| 

Hell has her wonder,, though too proud to praife. 

Is earthy then, more infernal ? has (he thofe,. 

Who neither /r^ (Lorenzo) nor admire? 

Lorenzo's, admiration, pre-engagM,. 
Ne'er a(k'"d the moon- one queftion ; never held i6a 
Leaft correfpondence with a fmgje ftar; 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the queen of hea'uen- 
Walking in brightnefs ; or her train ador'd; 
liYitM fublunary rivals have long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole devotion ; ftars malign,. v6i 
Which made the fond aftrommer run mad ; 
Darken his intelleii, corrupt his heart ; 
Caufe him to facrifice his fame and peace 
To momentary madnefs, call'd delight. 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs*d i^j 

The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
The blood to Jove !— O Thou, to whom belongs 
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JUkcn&ce ! O-Thou Great Jove unfeigned; 

Divine Inftruftor ! Thy frfi volume, tbis, 

for man* s perfual; all in Capitals ! 1660 

In moon, zxid Jiars (heaven's golden alphabet !) 

Emblaz'd to feize the fight ; who runs, may read; 

^Oreads, c?in underftand, 'Tis unconfin'd 

To Cbriftian land, or Je^ry ; fairly writ. 

In language univerfal, to Mankind : 1665 

A language^ lofty to the learn'd : yet plain 

To thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough. 

Or, from his huflc, ftrike out the* bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the Great Mind, that fpeaks ! 

Preface, and comment, to xht /acred page I l6yO 

Which oft refers its reader to the Ikies, 

As pre-fuppofing his firft lefTon there, 

Andfcripture felf 3. fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous book of wifdom> to the wife ; 

Stupendous book ! and open'd. Night I by Thee. 1675 

By Thee much open'd, I confefs, O Night ! 
^^more I wifli ; but how fhall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whofe modeft, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and prefent 
^^ world's great pidiM*e foften'd to the fight ; 1j68q 
^*y, kinder far, far more indulgent ftill, 
^^y* thou, whofe mild dominion's filver \^tj 
Unlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view 
/^Orlds beyond number ; worlds conceal'd by day 
^fcind the proud, and envious ftar of noon 1 1685. 
jr^ft thou not draw a deeper fcene ? — And ihew 
^^ Mighty Potcnute, to whom belong 
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Thefe ri<;h regalim pompoufly difplay*d 

To kindle that hi^h h<^e I Like him of U«, 

I gaze around ; I fearch on every fide — 1690 

for a glimpfe of Him my foul adores ! 
As die chac'd hart> amid the defart wafte» 

Pants for. the living ftream ; for him who made her. 

So pants the thirty foul, amid the Uank 

Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs ! where ? 1695 

Where blazes His bright court ? Where burns His throne ? 

Tho.tt know'ft; for thou art near Him; by Thee, round 

His grand pavilion, facred fame reports 

The (able curtam drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair daughter- train, fo fwift of wing, 1700 

Who travel far, difcover where He dwells ? 

Kftar His dwelling pointed out helinA?. 

Ye Pleiades ! Ardurus I Mazaroth ! 

And thou, Orion 1 of ftill keener eye ! 

Say ye, who guide the wilder 'd in the waves, 1 70c 

And bring thena out of tempeft into port ! 

On which hand muft I bend my courfe to find Him ? 

Th^fe courtiers keep the fecret of their King ; 

1 wake whole nights, in vain, to ileal it from them* 

I wake ; and, waking, climb night's radiant fcale^ 1710 
From fphere to fphere ; the fteps by nature fet 
For man's afcent ; at once to temft and ai^; 
To temft his eye, and aid his towering thought ; 
Till it arrives at the Great God of all. 

In ardent contemplation's rapid car, I7'S 

From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out. 
How fwift 1 jf^ont ! diminiOi'd farth recedes ; 
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i I pafs die moM ; and, fipom her farther fide, 
[ Pierce heaven's blue curtun ; ftrike kito remoie ; 

Where, with lus lifted tube, die fubdc fage ijzo 

His artificial, airy journey takes. 

And to celeftial lengtliens human iig^t. 

I paufe at every planet <m my road, 

And a/k for Him who gives their oiiM to roil, 

Tlieir foreheads fair to Ihine* From Saturn's ring, 1725 
In which, of esartks an army might be loll. 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight. 
Amid xhok/o<vereign gbries of the flues. 
Of independent, native lulbe, proud ; 
The fools of fyitems i and the lords of life, 173a 
Throu^ their wide empires !— What behold I ne-w f 
A wildemefs of wonder burning round ; 
Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres ; 
-Perhaps the villas of d<^fcending gods ; 
Nor halt I here ; my. toil is but begun ; '735 

•Tis but the threfhold o^ the Deity ; 
Or, far beneath it, I am^roveling ftilL 
Nor is it ilrange ; I built on a mifbke ; 
The grandeur on his works, whcnce/olly fought 
PCM- aid, to rea/bn fets his glory higher ; 1 74^ 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Htm) 
O where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dweU ? 

Paufe, then ; and, for a moment, here refpire— • 
If human thought can keep its flation here. 
Where am I ? — Where is earth ? — Nay, where art Thou, 
Kifun /^— 1$ the fun turn'd reclufe ?^And are 
^if boafted txp^uons ihort; to mm f — ^ 
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To mine, how Ihort ! On nature's Alps I (land. 
And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath! 
A thoufand fyilemfi ! as a thouiand grains ! 
So much a ftranger, and fo late arriv'd, i 

How can man's curious fpirit not enquire. 
What are the natives of this world fublime> 
Of this fo foreign,, un-tcrrcfhial fphere. 
Where mortal,, untranjlated,. never ftray'd ? i.; 

« O ye, as diftant from my little home,. 
<< As fwifteft fun-beams in an age can fly ! 
«* Far from my native element I roam, 
** In queft of new,, and wonderful, to man.. 
** What province This, of Hit immenfe domain,, i 
•* •Whom all obeys ? or mortals here,, or gods ? 
*' Ye borderers on the coaHs of blifs I what arc y( 
«' A colony from heaven ? Or, only raiPd, 
«* By frequent vifit from heaven's neighbouring real 
•* To fecondary gods, and half divine ? — i; 

*' Whate'er your nature, this is paft difpute, 
" Far other life you live, far other tongue 
*' You talk, far other thought, perhaps,- you think 
** Than man. How various are the works of God 
'* But fay, fwhat thought ? is r^tf/&« here inthron'd, i; 
*' And abfolute ? oxfenfe in arms againft her f 
*' Have you t'wo lights ? or need you no re^veaVd I 
« Enjoy your happy realms their golden age I 
** And had your Eden an abllemious Eve ? 
«» Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, i; 
*' And a(k their Adams—" Who ivouU not he 'wife 
*' Or, if yourmoth^r/fllt are Yoarc</€<«iV/* 
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••* And if redeem'd — is your Redeemer yc^r^V ? 
*' Is This yojar final refidence ? if not, 
" Change you yoor {cene,franjlateii? or by dtafh ? lySo 
" And if by iieath ; ^hat death ? — Know you difeafe ? 
" Or horrid ivar ? — With war, this fatal hour, 
" Europa, groans (fo call we a fmall field, 
" Where kings run mad.) In Our world, death deputes 
" Intemperance to do the work of Age ; J 7 85 

" And hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 
*' As flow of execution, for difpatch 
" Sends forth Imperial butchers-; bids them flay 
« Thck flieep (the filly fheep they fleec'd before), 
*' And.tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meal, 1790 
'' Sit all j^»r executioners on thrones ? 
" Withjfoj^, can rage for, plunder make a god? 
" And ilocdjbed wslQi out every other ftain ? — 
** But You, perhaps, can't bleed ; from matter grofs 
"Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 4795 

" In fine-fpun JEihet, privile^'d to foar, 
^* Unloaded, uninfedted,; how unlike 
** The lot of man ! How few of human race 
".By their own mud unmurdur'd ! How we w^e 
" Self-war eternal ! Is your painful day 1800 

* Of hardy ponflift o'er ? Or, are you ftill 
'* Raw candidates at fchool ? And have you thofe 
•^ Who d]£2LWcciJlefver/joma as withX/s? 
'* But what are W^e ? You never heard of Man ; 
Or Earth, the Bedlam of the univerfe ! 1805 

Where Rea/on (un-difeas'd with You) runs mad. 
And nurfes Follfs children as her own.i 
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•* Fond of the foulelL In the facred mount 
" Of Holine/s, where resifon is pronoonc'd 
*' Infallible. I and thunders , like a god; ] 

" Ev'n tbere^ by Saints^ the Daemons are outdom 
«* What Tbe/e think wrong, our Saints refine to ri. 
«f And kindly teach </«// hell her own black arts ; 
*• Satan, inftruded, o*er their morals fmiles.— 
*' But This, how ilrange to You, who know not A. 
*' Has the leaft rumour of our race arriv'd ? 
** Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car ? 
"*' Pall by you the good Enoch, on his road 
" To thofe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd 
<• Who bruih'd, perhaps, your fphere in his defccnt, i 
« Stain'd your pure cryftal iEther, or let fall 
*' A ftiort cclipfe from his portentous (hade ? 
«' O 1 that the fiend had lodg'd on ibme broad oH 
" Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his prefcnt hom< 
«« Then blackcn'd Earth with fbotfleps fouPd in h 
*' Nor wafti'd in Ocean, as from Rome he pafb 
«* To Britain's ifle ; too, too, confpicuous There ?^ 

But this is all difgreffion f where is He, 
That o'er heaven's battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darknefs ? Where is He, i 
Who itts creation's fummit in a vale ? 
He, Whom, while man is Man, he can't but feek 
And if he finds, commences more than man? 
O for a telefcope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam'd on Earth / or bleft Above t i 
Ye fearching, ye Newtonian angels 1 tell, 
Where^ your Great Mail's «r>bi His planets, wh< 
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Tkofe confcious Satellites, thofc Morning-ftars, 

Firft-born of Deity ! from central lore, 

By vtneration moft profound, thrown off; 1840 

By fwect attraflion, no lefs ftrongly drawn 5 

A'w'dy BXid yet raftur* J ; raffur*d, yct/erene; 

Paft thought illuftrious, but with borrow'd beams ; 

In ftill approaching circles, (till remote, 

Revolving round the fun's eternal Sire ? 1845 

Or fent, in lines direft, on embaffies 

To nations — in what latitude ? — Bejrond 

Terreftrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 

High errands fent ?— ^Here human effort ends ; 

And leares me ItiU a ftranger to His throne. 1850 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my road. 
Born in an age more Curious than Devout ; 
More fond to fix tihe place of heaven, or hell. 
Than ftudious this to fhun, or that fecure. 
*Tbnot the curious, but the pious path, ^^cc . 

That leads me to my point : Lorenzo ! know. 
Without or Star, or Angel, for their guide, 
Who worfhip God, lhall/»^ him. Humble Lo*ue, 
And not proud Rea/hn, keeps the door of heaven ; 
^9 finds admifiion, where proud Science fails. 186b 
Man's fcience is the culture of his heart ; 
And not to lofe his plumbet in the depths 
^^ Nature^ or the more profound of God. 
^^ther to know, is an attempt that fets 
^ie wifeft on a level widi the fool. iZfic 

* o fathom Nature (ill-attempted Hert !) '[ 

'^ doubt is deep philofophy Akivt \ 
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Higher degrees in blifs archangels take> 

As deeper learh'd ; the deepeft^ learning ffill, 

Foi« what a thunder of Omnipotence iSj^ 

(So might J dare to fpeak) is/een in All ! 

In Man / in Earth / in more amazing SAies ! 

Teaching this lefTon^ P^ride is loth to learn — 

*' Not deeply to di/cem, not much to Antnu, 

" Mankind was bom to Wonder, and Adore." 187^ 

And is there caufe for higher wonder (till. 
Than that which ftruck us from our paft furveyj ? 
Yes ; and for deeper adoration too. 
From my late airy travel unconfin'd. 
Ha Vie I leam'd nothing ? — lYes, Lorenzo ! This.; iSBm 
Each of thefe flars is a religious houfe ; 
I faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rife ; 
And heard Ho/annas ring through every .fphere;, 
A feminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature all o'er is con/ecrated ground, i92^ 

Teeming with growths immortal and divine. 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing wafte ; but fow« thefe fiery fields 
With feeds of req/bn, which to i^tues rife 
Beneath His genial ray ; and, if efcap'd 1890 

The peftilential blafts of ilubborn <wiH, 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the fkies. 
And is Demotion thought too much on earthy 
When beings, fo fuperior, homage hoaft. 
And triumph in proftration to The Throne ? 1 895 

But wherefore more of planets, or of liars ? 
jCthereal journeys, and, difcover'd there. 
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Ten thoafand worlds, ten thoufand ways devout;^ 
Ul Nature fending incertfe to The Throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzos of Our fphere? 1900 

)l)cnmg the folemn (burces of my foul, 
inccl have pour'd, like feign*d Eridanus, 
^y flowing numbers o'er the ilaming Ikies, 
^or fee, of/ancy, or of/a^, what more 
ivites the Mufe — ^Here t«rn we, and review 1905 
'wpaft nodturnal lasdfchape wide: — ^Then fay, 
ay, then, Lorenzo ! with what turft of heart, 
he whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
fail man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft f 
O what a Toot ! O what a branch, is herel 1910 
^ what a Father ! What a Family ! 
Worlds ! fyflenw I and creations !— And creations. 
In one agglomerated ckfter, hung, 
• Great Vine ! On Thee, on Thee thexlufter hangs ; 
The filial duller ! infinitely fpread 191 5 

3n glowing globes, with various being fraught ; 
And drinks (nedarcous draught !) immortal life. 
Or, fliall I fay (for luho can fay enough I) 
A conftellation of ten thoufand gems, 
(And, O ! of what dimenfion ! of what weight 1 1920 
Set in one Signet, flames on the right hand 
Of Majcfty Divine ! The hkmng Seal, 
That deeply flamps, on all created mind. 
Indelible, His fovereign attributes. 
Omnipotence, and Love ! Tkat, pafling'bound: 1925 ■ 
And Th's, "furpafiing That, Nor flop we Here, 
Vol. LXIL F ^ S<w 

♦ Johmcv, 1. 
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•** For want of Fewer in God, but Thought in Man* 
^f Ev'n This acknowledged, leaves us ftUl in debt: 
'' If Greater aught. That Greater all is Thine, 
« Dread Sire!— Accept this MfWtf/«r^ of Thee; 1930 
*' And pardon an Attempt from mortal thought, 
" In which archangels might have fail'd, unblam'd.** 

How fuch idea5 of th* Almighty's Fonjaer* 
Aud fuch ideas of tK' Almighty's Flan^ 
(Ideas not abfutd) diftend the thought 49^ 

Of feeble mortals ! Nor cSfthem alone! 
The fulnefs of the JDeity breaks forth 
In Inconcei*vaBUs Xo men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think.; nor ever drop the thought; 
How low mull Man deicend, when Gods adore ! 1940 
Hayelnot, tiien, accompliih'd my proud boaft ? 
Did I not tell thee, *' • We would mount, Lorenzo ! 
•*' And kindle our devotion at the Stars P 

^nd have I fair d ? And did \ flatter thee ? 
And art all adamant ? And dofl confute 194^ 

All urg'd, with one irrefragable Smile? 
Lorenzo I Mirth how miferable here! 
Swear by the Stars^ by Him whojnade them, fwear, 
Tixy heart, henceforth, ihall'be as pure as They : 
Then Thou^ like Theph ftialt fliine; like .Tim, (halt r^ 
From low to 'lofty; from obfcure to bright; 
By due gradation. Nature* s facred law. 
The Stars, from whence ?— -Aflc Chaos'^Hc can tdU 
T^efe bright temptations to idolatry. 
From Dariftefi, ^LodCon/u/ton., took their birth;, igsf 
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Sons ofDgftrmtj i from fluid dregs 

Tartarean^ firft they rofe to mafles rude; 

And tJien« to fpheres opaque ; Then dimly flione; 

Then brightcn'd ; Then blaz'd out in /^y/ift? V^« 

iiotm delights in progrefs ; in advance i960 

From worfe to better ; but, when Minds afcend, 

Progrefs, in part, depends upon thew/ches* 

Heaven aids exertion ; Greater makes the Great; 

The Wjri7^r^ Little lefTeas more. 

be a Man / and thou ihalt be a God! 1965 - 

And Half Stlf -made ! — Ambition how divine ! 

Thou> ambitious of difgracc alone ! 
Still undevout I Unkindlcd ? — Though high-taught, 
School'd by the ikies, and pupil of the (lars; 
Kank coward to the fafhionable world ! 1 970 

Art thou aflmm^d to bend thy knee to heaven ? 
Curft fume of pride, exhal'd from deepeil hell! 
Pj^ide in Religion is man's higheft praife. 
^ent on deftruftion ! and in love with death ! 
Not all thefe luminaries, quench'd at once, 1975; 

^ere half fo fad, as one benighted mind, 
•^'hich gropes for happinefs, and meets de/palr. 
"0^, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Ainy her glimmering tapers, filent fits ! 
*ow forrowful, how defolate, fhe weeps -19S0 

"^''petual dews, and faddens nature's fcene ! 
^ fcene more fad Sin makes the darken'd foul. 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive* 

Though blind of heart, flili open is thine eye : 
^'Hy fuch magnificence in all thou feeft ? 198^ 

F 2 Oi 
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Of Matter* s grandeur, know, one end is This, 
To tell the RatJonal, who gazes on it — 
•* Though Tlfat immcnfcly .Great, ftill Greater Kf, 
• ** Whofe bread, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
** 'UnburdenM, nature's univerfal fcheme ; 19; 

*' Can grafp Creation with z.Jingle thought; 
** Creation grafp ; and not exclude its Sire"— 
To tell iiim farther — " It behoves him much 
" To guard th* important, yet depending, fate 
*' ^ Of being, brighter than a thoufand funs : 1 9 

" One fmgle ray q^ Thought outlhines them alL— 
And if man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior heights^ and on his purple wing. 
His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold, 
Rifing, where Thought is now deny'd to rife, 20 
Look down, triumphant on ithefe dazzling fpheres. 

Why then pcrfift ?— *No mortal ever liv'd 
'But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true) 
The whole that charms thee, abfolutely vain; 
Yain, and far worfe ! — Think Thou, with dying mei 
O conde/cend to think as angels think ! 
O tolerate z. chance for happinefs I 
vOur nature fuch, ill choice enfures ill fate ; 
And hell had been, though, there had been no God* 
D»K' ihou. not know, my new aUronomer ! 2C 

Earth, turning from the Swty brings night to man f 
Man, turning from his 'God, hrings endlefs night; 
Where thou canlirca4 XiO,morah, find no friend. 
Amend no manners, and cxped no peace. 
llow deep the darknefs ! and the groan, how /pi/^/ 2< 
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And far, how far, from lambent are the flsinres !— 

Sucliiir Lorenzo's purchafe 1 Such his praife J 

Th* proud, the politic, Lorenzo- s praife ! 

Though in his ear, andleverd at his heart, 

I-V€ half read o*er the volume of the (kies. 202©^ 

For think' not thou hail heard all this from me ; 
My fong but echoes what Great Nature i^cak^. 
What has (he fpokcn ? Thus the goddeiif fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever : — ** Place, at nature's head, 
" A fovereign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 2025 , 
" Extends his wing; promulgates his commands, - 
*' Bat, above all, diffafes endTefs good; 
*' Toivhom, for fure redreft, the wrong 'd may fly; 
*' The vile, for mercy y and the paiu'd, for peace; 
**^y oui&ow, the various tenants of thefe fphercs, 203«> 
*' Diverfify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, - 
*' Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they rife, 
" Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach) 
" At that bleft fountain-head, from which they ftream; 
" Where conflid paftredoubles prefent joy; 2035 
And prefent joy looks forward on increafe ; 
And That, on more; no period 1 every llep 
" A double boon ! a Promi/e, and a Blifs,^^ 
How eafy fits this fcheme on human hearts ! 
^"^ fuits their make ; it fooths their vaft defir^s ;.: 2040 
^fficn i$ pleas'd; ^Sidi Rea/on afks no more;. 
T^is rational ! 'tis great ! — But what is Thine ? 
*^ darkens I ' fhocks ! excruciates ! and confounds ! 
leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope, 
linking from bad to ^'or{t\ few years, the ^^oiViow 
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Of lorttme; then the moriel of Dfjpair. 

Say> then, Lorenzo ! (for tliou know'il it well) 
What's ViceP^^lAcvt wantof compafs in our though^^ 
Religion, what ? — The proof of Commou-fenfe. 
Mow art thou whooted, where the Leafl prevails ! 3»^0 
Is it my fault, if iJhe/e truths call thee Fod P 
And thou (halt never be mi/calVd by me. 
Can neither Shame, nor Terror, ftand thy Friend? 
And art thou jft ill an infeft in the mire ? 
liow^ like thy guardian angel, have I flown; 20 ^S 
Snatch'd thee from earth ; efcorted thee through all 
Th' ethereal armies; walk'd thee, like a God, 
Through fplendours of firft magnitude, arranged 
On either hand ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet ; 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright paradife of God ; ao6o 
And almoft introduced thee to The Throne ! 
And art thou ftill caroufmg, for delight, 
Rankpoifon; firft, fermenting to mere /ro/i>. 
And then fubfiding into final gallP 
To beings of fublime, immortal make, 20 ^5 

How (hocking is all joy, whofe end is fure ! . 
Such joy, mora (hocking llill> the more it charms I 
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well-begun ; 
And infa9ious, as (hort ? And do(( thou chufe 
(Thou, to whofe palate Glory is fo fweet) 20^^.^ 

'To wade into perdition, through, contempt y 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy o^n ? 
For 1 have peep*d into thy cover 'd heart. 
And feen it bluih beneath a boaftful brow '^ 
..For, by ftrong guilt's moft violent a(rault, 20*^^5 

C<wXcien^^^ 
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Confdence-is but di/ailedy not defiroy^J, 

thou mod Aweful Being ;. and moft Vain !" 
*^y will, how Jraii ! how glorious, is thy. power I 
Though dread Eternity has fown her feeds 
^blifj, and woe, in thy defpotic breaft ; 2080 

though heaven,, and hell, depend upon thy choice;, 
^ butterfly comes crofs, and both are fled. 
^ This the pifture of a. rational ? 
*his horrid image, fhall it be moft juft } 
*'Orcnzo ! No : it cannotj^i'^// not, be, 2085 

*^ there is force in Rea/on ; or, in Sounds 
^hanted beneath.the glimpfes of the moon>. 
A magic, at this planetary hour, 
^\iQn Jlwnher locks the general lip, and dreams 
through fenfelefs mazes hunt fouls un-in/pir"* d, TJO^Qk 
Attend— The facred myfteries begin — 
My folenm Night-born adjuration hear ; 
Heari and I'll raife thy fpirit from the duft; 
While thtj^ars gaze on this inchantment zz^oty 
Inchantment, not Infernal,. but Divine! 209^ 

' " By Sikhce, Death's peculiar attribute;, 
•* By Darknefs, Guilt's inevitable doom ;. 
•• By Darknefst and by Silence , fitters dread! 
•* That draw the curtam round Night's ebon throne^ 
•* And raife ideas, folemn as the fcene ! 210a 

*• By Night, and all of aweful, night prefents 
*« To Thought Gx Sen/e (of aweful much, to both, 
•♦ The goddefs brings) ! By thefe her trembling Fires^ 
** Like-Vcfta's, evcr^-burning ; and, like hers 
^ Sacred to thoughts inlmaculate, and purel -uo^ 
' ' F 4. '^ \M: 
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« By thefe bright orators,, that pronje, 2xApraife,. 

** And prefs thee to revere, the Deity ; 

** Perhaps,, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 

** To reach his throne \ 2lS ftages of the foul, 

•* Through which, at different periods, (he ftiall pafsj 

•* Refining gradual, for her final height, . 

" And purging off fome drofs at every fphere ! 

** By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent .world 1 

" By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moft renown'c 

** From (hort ambition's %enith fet for ever ; 211 

'* Sad'prefage to vain boafters, now. in bloom I 

*' By the long lift of fwift mortality,. 

«* From Adam downward to this evening knelfc 

** Which midnight waves xafancy^s llartled eye; 

** And Ihocks her with .an hundred centuries, 21: 

•' ^und death* 5 black banner throng 'd, in hum 

" thought \ 
«* By thoufands, nonxji refigning their lail breath,. 
«* And calling thee — ^wert thou fo wife to hear ! 
'* By tombs o'er tombs arifing ; human earth 
« Ejeded, to make room for — human earth; 21 
«* The monarch's ttrror ! and the fexton's trade ! 
** By pompous obfequies that Ihon the day, 
" The /orcy^ funereal, and the nodding //;/;«f, 
« Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ;. 
** Boaft.of our ruin ! triumph of our dufi I. 21 

*' By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 
*« And the pale lamp that fhcws the ghallly dead, 
« Mere ghaftly, through the thick incumbent gloom 
«' By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes. 
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*^ "Ehe gliding fpedtrc ! and the groaning grave I 2135 

'^ h groans^ and graves^ . and miferies that groan 

*' for the grave's fhelter I By defponding men. 

" Senfclefs to pains -of^ death, from pangs of guilt ! 

" Ry guilt's lall audit ! By yon moon in blood, 

*' The rocking firmament, the falling flars, . 2149 

" And thunder's laft difcharge, great ^nature's knell I 

* By Second chaos and Eternal mght^*-^ 

Be wife— Nor let Philander blame, my charm ; 

But own not ill difcharg'd my double debt» . 

-W to the living ; duty, to the dead : . 21 45 

Far know I'm but.executor ; he left 
This moral legacy ; / make it o'er 
By his command ; Philander hear in me ; 
And heaven in both.-i— If deaf ta thefe, O I hear 
Plorello's tender voice 5 his weal depends 2 1 50 

On thy refolve ; it trembles at thy choice. ; 
^orbis fake — ^love thy/el/: example ftrikes^- 
•^ human hearts; .a bad. example more ; 
More ftill a father's^; ,that enfur^s his ruin.. 
-^ parent of his being, wouldJft thou prove 2 1 55 

**^c unnatural parent of his miferies, 
*^d make him curfe the being which thou gaveil ? 
^^thii the bleffing of fo fond a father ? 
•''carelefs of Lorenzo ! fp^-e, Oh ! fpare 

^^ello's father, and ^Philander's friend i 2166 

^^rello's father ruin'd, ruin* him ; 

^'^d from Philander's friend the world expels 

^ ^oiiduft, nadifhonour to the dead. 
^^ ^affion do, what- mbkr^ motive ihOTsld v 
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Jjtt Io*vf,. and emulatiorif. rife in aid 
To reafon\ and perfuade thee to be-^left.. 
This feems not a rcqaeft to be dcny^d ; 
Yet (foch the infatuation of mankind !) 
*Tis the moft befele/s, man can make to mam 
Shall I then rife,, in argument^ and wannth ? 
And urge* Plulander's pofthumous advice,. 
From topics yet tmbroach'd f — 
But Oh ! I faint ! My fpirits fail ! — ^Nor flraii 
So long on wingi and in no middle clime ! 
5*0 which my great Creator's glory call'd : 
And calls — but, now, in vain. Sleeps s dewy wj 
Has ftrok'd my drooping lips, and promi/es 
My long arrear of reft j the dcnvny god 
(Wont to return with, our returning /^^lr^^•^ 
Will pay 9 ere long,, and blefs me with repofe. 
Hafte, hafte, fweet ftranger ! from the peafant 
The (hip-boy's hanmiock, or the foldier's fkra 
Whence y2>rrflw never chac'd thee; with thee t 
Not hideous viiions^ as of late ; but draughts 
delicious of well-taftcd, cordial, reft; 
Man's rich reftorative ; his balmy bath. 
That fupples, lubricates,^ and keeps in play 
The various movements of this nice machine^ 
Which aflcs fuch frequent periods of repair. 
cWhen tir'd with vain rotations of the day. 
Sleep winds us up for. the fucceeding dawn ; 
Frefh we fpin on^. till Jicknefs clogs our wheels 
Or death quite breaks the fprmg> and motion i 
When will i$ end with mc? 
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« THOU only know'il,. 2195 

T Thou, whofe broad eye the futurcy and the /^, 

** Joins to the prsftnt ; oiiaking one of three 

" To moKd thou^t ! Thou know'ft, and Thoa alone,. 

•• ^-knowing ! —all-unknown ! —and yetwell-known ! 

** Keap,/ thonghxemote ! and,.jthough unfathom'd,felt i 

«** And> though invifible,. for ever feen! 

** And feen in all 1- the great and the minute : 

*• Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

^ Each flower, each leaf, with its iin^ people fwarm'd, . 

*• (Tliofe puny vouchers of Omnipotence ! ) 2205 

•** T7o the firft thought,, thataiks, " From ijubence?'' 

♦*; declare 
** Their common fource. Thou Fountain, running o'er 
** In rivers of communicated joy ! 
*• Who gav'ft us fpeech for far, far humbler themes ! 
c" Say, by what name fliall I prefume to call . 1210 
** Him I fee burning in theie countlefs iims, 
*' As Mofes, in the bujh ? Illuflrious Mind ! 
** The whole creation,, lefs, far lefs, to Thee,- 
•• Than that to the creation's ample round. • 
:••• HcMr ihall I name Thee ? — How my labouring foirf 
^* Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth I 

'' Great fyilem of perfedions ! mighty caufe 
*' Of caufesmighty I caufe uncaus'd ! ible root. 
•* Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God I 
<^* Firft Fj^thcr of £^^i/ that progeny 222a 

" Of endiefs feries ;. where the golden chain's 
^ Laft linl^ admits a period, who can tell ? 
^ Father of all that is or heardj or hears I 
•; « Fatheti 
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^ Father of all that is or feen, or fees ! 
*' Father of all that is, orjhall arife I 2j 

*' Father of this immeafurable xnafs. 
•* Q£ matter moltiform ; or denfe^. or rare y 
•* Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at reft ; 
•«' Minute, jor pailing bound ! in each extreme 
«* Of like amaze, and myftor)r> to man. 2S 

«* Father ofthefe bright millionsof the night ! 
*' Of wluchth&leaft full Godhead had proclaim'd^ 
«« And thrown th| gazer on hi« knee*— Or, fay, 
** Is appellation higher ftiU; Thy choice? 
•*' Father of matter^s temporary lord ! 21 

*« Father oi fpirits ! nobler offspring ! fparks 
'** Of high paternal glory ; rich endow'd 
'' With various meafures, and with various modes 
'* Of inftinify rtaforiyi intuition 'ihtzm^ 
**' More pale-; or bright horn day tUvinty to break 2' 
** The darker matter organix^d (the ware 
«« Of all created fpirit) ; beams, that rife 
** Each over other in fuperior light, 
<* Till the laft ripens into luftre ftrong, 
**• Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 2 
«* (Far fonder~than e*er bore^ that name on earth) 
«* Of intelie^ual beings ! beings bleft 
** With powers to pleafe Thee ;. not of paffive ply 
•* To laws they know not ; beings lodg'd in feats 
** Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 2 

** Of this imperial palace for thy fons ; 
*' Of this proud, populous, well-policy 'd, 
^ Though bmmdlefs habitation, plann'd by Theei 
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x*< 'WViofe Several dans their feveral climates fuit ; 
<* And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. ^25,5 
<* tOi-, Oh ! indulge, immortal King, indulge 

1** A. tide lefs auguft indeed, but more 
": Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human ears, 
** Sweet. in our ears, and triumph in our hearts ! 
" father of immortality to man:! .2260 

".A.theme that • lately fet my foul on fire — 
** And Thou the Next I yet equal ! Thou, by whom 
** That bleffingwas convey 'd ; far mone ! was 6ougl?t ; 
** Ineffable the price \ by whom all worlds 
" Were made ; and one, redeemed iUuftrious Light 
".from Light iUuftrious 1 Thou, whofe r^^^/ power, • 
** Finite in time, but infinite mjpac^, 
" On more than adamantine bafis fix'd, 
** O'er mor?, far more, than diadems and thrones, 
*' Inviolably reigns ; the Dreoiii of gods ! 2270 

**. And Oh ! the Friend of man ! beneath whofe foot, 
** And by the mandate of whofe awful nod, 
*' All regions, revolution, fortunes, fates, 
" Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 
'* Through the (hort channels of expiring time, zzjj^ 
* Or (horelefs ocean of eternity. 
Calm, or tempef^ious (as thy Spirit breathes). 
In abfolute fubjefikion !— And, O Thou 
The .glorious Third! diftinft, not feparate ! 
Beaming from Both.! .with both incorporate; 22 So 
And (ftrange to tell 1} incorporate with duft I 
By condefccnfion, as Thy glory, great, 

••Enlhrin^d 
• VighH the Sixth and SdcuvV. 
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«' EnQuin'd in man ! of homan hearts, if pore, 
** Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 
^ Of heaven with diftant earth ! by whom I tmft,'22$g 
** (Ifnotinfpir'd) uncenfur'd this addrefs 
^ To Thee, to Them— Towhom!— MyfterionsPowerl 
** RevcalM — yet unreveal'd ! darknefs in light ; 
<* Number in unity ! our Joy! our Dread I 
*' The Trifle fiolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! .2299 
<^ That animates all -right, the Trifle Son I 
** Sun- of the foul f her never-fetting Sun I 
«* Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd, 
*' Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, Great God'! 
« Greater than Greateft i Better than the Bed I 229$ 
" Kinder than kindeft ! with foft fity's eye, 
'* Or (ftronger ftill to.fpeak it) withT'^Vi^ Owm, 
** From Thy bright home> from that high FirmameoC;^ 
« Where Thou, from all eternity, haft dwelt; 
"' ^Beyond archangels unailifted ken ; ^300 

** From far .above what mortals higheft call ; 
" From elevation's pinnacle ; look down, 
'^ Through— What? confoundmg interval 1 through all 
*' .And more than lahovivmg fancy can conceive ; 
*' Through radiant ranks of effences unknown ; 230$ ' 
^ Through hierarchies from hierarthies Hetach'd 
" Round various banners of Omnipotence, 
" With endiefs change of rapturous duties fir'd-; 
" -Through wondrous beings interpofmg fwarms, 
** All cluttering at the call. To dwell in Thee; 231^^ 
*' Through this wide.wafte of worlds ! 'this 'vifta v^^ 
^* *A11 landed o'er with funs j funs turn'd to night 

*' Before 
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"^ 'Btioxt thy feebleft beam— Look down-^down— down> 
•^ On a poor hnutbing f article in duft, 
'^ Orj, lower^ anMuw^r/^in hisxnines. 2515 

" His crimes forgive ! iforgivc. hi* virtues, too I 
'^ Tk)re fmalkr faulti, half-converts to the.right. 
*' Kor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more 
^ May.fee the^fun (though night's defcendixig fcale 
*' . Now weighs up mom), oinpity'd, and oinbleft ! 2320 
** In Thy difpleafure dwells, eternal pain ; 
'* Pain, our averiion ; pain, winch Urikes me now ; 
** And> iince all paints terrible to man, 
** Though tran^n^ terrible ; at Thy good hour, 
*• Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 2325 

*• My clay^coU-htd I by nature, now, fo near ; 
** By nature* near; ftill nearer by difeafe ! 
•* Till then, be this, an emblem of my grave : 
*' Let it out-preach the preacher ; every night 
•\.Lct it out-cry the boy,at 'Philip's ear ; 233Q 

** That tongue of death I that herald of the tomb ! 
•* And when (the (helter of thy wing iniplor-d) 
** Myy^/j/^j, footh'd, ihall fink in.foft repofe, 
** O fink this truth ilill deeper in my. foul, 
**; Si^gefied by my pillow, fign'd hyfate, 23 J5 

" Firft, infate^s volume, at the page of /«««— 
'* Man^ s Jickly fiuU though turned and tpJs*dfor ever^ 
" Fromjide to Jide, can reft on nought but Thee : 
** Heret in full truft i hereafter, in full joy \ 
•• On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal down 2340, 
*\ Of Spirits, toil'd in travel throiigh this vale* 
'** . Nor. of that pillow fhall my foul defpond ; 

" For 
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«< For — Love almighty ! Love almighty ! (fing, . 
** Exult creation ! ) Love almighty, reigns ! 
*' That death of death ! that cordial oide/fair! 234^ 
" And loud eternity's triam^iant (bng I 

*' Of whom, no more: — For, O Thou Patron-God S 
" Thou God and Mortal! Thence more God to man 1 
" Man's' theme eternd ! man's eternal jheme! 
•' Thou canft not 'fcape uninjured from owtfrai/e, 2359 
«' Uninjur'd from our praife can He efcape, 
« Who, difembofom*d from the Father, bows 
«* The heaven of heavens, to kifs thediftant earth! 
« Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul ! 
«' "Againft the'Cr^, Death*s\Ton. fceptre breaks! 2355 
" From famifh'd rtt/» plucks her human prey ! 
<* Throws wTde the gates celeflial to \i\s foes ! 
*' Their gratitude, for fuch a boumdlefs debt, 
" Deputes x!cit\x fuffering brothers to receive ! 
* Vknd, if deep human guilt in payment fails ; 2360 
" As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair ! 
** Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice 7 
** And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind, 
*< • Takes his delights among thefons ofmen^ 

What words arc thefe— And did they come froflei> 
heaven ? 
An^ were they fpoke to man'-? to guilty man ? 
What are all myi'ceries to love like this ? 
The fongs of angels, all the melodies 
OT choral godsj are wafted in the found ; 
Heal and cxhilerate the broken heart ; 257^^ 

Thougl^ 
* Prov. c\^ap. VwA, 
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Though plungM> before, in horrors dark as night : 

Wch prelibation oi con/ummate joy ! 

Nor wait we difTolution to be bleft. 
This final effort of the moral Mufe, 

How juiUy • titled? nor for me alone : ^375 

for all that read ; what fpirit of fupport, 

What heights of Confblation, crown my fong ! 

Then, farewel Night ! of darknefs, now, no more : 
Joy breaks ; fkines ; triumphs ; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 2380 
Of a few evils, paid vdth endlefs joys ? 
My foul I henceforth, in fweeteil union join 
The two fupports of human happinefs. 
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet ; 
True tajie of life, and conftant thought of death I 2385 
The thought of desLth, fole viftor of ks^ dread J 
Hofe, be thy joy ; and probity xkyjkilli 
Thyfatron He, whofe diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heaven ; Eternity , thy prize : 
And leave the jacers of the njuor/d their own, 2390 
Their feather, and their froth, for endlefs toils : 
Tkey part with all for that nvhich is not bread '^ 
They mortify, they flarve, on wealth, fame, power; 
And laugh to fcom the fools that aim at more. 
How mufl a fpirit, late efcap'd from earth, 2395 

Suppofe Philander*s, Lucia's, or NarcifTa's, 
Th^ truth of things npw-blazing in its eye, 
Look back, aftonifhM, on the ways of men, 

VolLXIT. . G Whofe 

* The Confolation. 
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Whbfe Ir^s whole drift is to forget tbtir |;ntves ! 
And when our prefent privilege is paft, 2 

To fcourge us with due fenfe of its ahuft^ 
The fame afloni(hinent will feize us all. 
What then muft:pain us» would preferve us notm, 
Lorenzo ! 'tis hot yet too late; LorensK) ! 
Seize wifdom, ere 'tis torment to be wife ; t 

That is, feize wi/dpm, ere flie (bizes thee. 
For what, my fmall philofopher ! is heii F 
*T\s nothing but fbll knowledge of the truths 
When truth, refifteth long, is fwom our foe : 
And calls Eternity to do her right. % 

Thus, darknefs ^ing intelledual light. 
And hcred^Uftce whifpering truths divine, 
Afti truths ditfine Convefdng pain to peace. 
My fong' die midnight raven has outwing'd* 
And ihot, ambitious of unbounded fcenes, 4 

Beyond the ^flaming limits of the worlds 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the 'flight 
Of fancy, ^hen dur hearts remain bdow ? 
Virtue abounds in flatterers and foes ; 
'Tis pride to praHe her ; penance to perform. : 
To more than words, to more than worth of toiigii 
Lorenzo ! rife, at this atifpicious lidur ; 
An hour, when heflvifn ^ wbft intimate with man 
When, like' a faxfing 'ftar, ' the ray divine 
Glides fwifr iiito the bdfoiR of the^i;/? ; j 

And juft are all, d^t^Hrihed^XQ reddm ; 
Whii^ fets that ti^ high within thy reaok 

Ah 
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A.^wake»then: thy Philander calls: awake! 
I^hoa, who (halt wake, when the creation deeps; 
Wlien, like a taper, all thefe fims expire; 2430 

W^lien Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 
^lucking the pillars that fupport the world, 
^11 Nature's ample ruins lies intombM ; 
And Midnight, JIni'ver/al Midnight ! reigns. 
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IN TWO PARTS,^ 



ul Hull be fatisfied even m it were wiA not'- 
and fatneft ? when my mouUi praifeth thee wittv 
il lipc" PbAi.ii Ixiii. 6> 



G 3 ADVER- 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

THIS was not intended for the Pablic, there wercr 
many and ftrong reafons againft it ; and are fb iHll ; 
but fome cxtikSk dihk fh>mthe few copilis which were 
given away» being got into the printed papers, it was 
thought necefTary to publifh fomething, leaft a copy^ 
iBll more imperfedl than this fhould fall into the prefs : 
aad/ift i^lioped, that tihis aawekofie ocaUtoniof puUi- 
cmbife nl&y ht fomto eaoeale for iu 
'■' MkHf ih(t following ftanzas^ God ^te%ill^*s ^- 
fimte power, and marvellous gpodnefs to msok, is dwelt 
on, as the moft jufl and cogent reafon for our chearful 
and abfdute refignation to his will ; Jior are any of tho/e 
topics declined, which have a juft tendency to promote 
that fupreme virtue : fuch as the vanity of thb life, the 
value of the next, the approach of death, &c. 



( 87 ) 
RESIGNATION- 

P A R T L 

'TP HE days how few, Ijiow Ihort the years 
^ Of man's too rapid race> 
Each leaving, as it fwifidy flies> 
A fhorter in its place ! 

They who the longeft leafe enjoy. 

Have told us with a iigh. 
That to he bora feen^ little more. 

Than to begin to die. 

Numbers, there are who feel this truth. 

With fears alarmM ; and yet. 
In life's delufions luJlM aileep. 

This weighty truth forget : 

And am not I to thefe alcMi ? 

Age flumbers o'er the quiH ; 
Its honour Wots, whatever it writes j 

And am I wridng ftill ? 

Confcious of nature in decline. 

And languor in my thoughts i 
To foften cenfure, an4 abate 

Its rigour on my faults ; 

Permit me. Madam \ ere to Yoa 

The promisM verfe I pay. 
To touch on felt ijifirmity. 

Sad fifter of decay, 

G 4 ^^^ 
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. One world deceas'd^ another born« 
Like Noah they behold> 
O'er whofe white hairs, and furrow'd brows,. 
Too many funs have roU'd : 

Happy the patriarch ! he rejoic'd 

His fecond world to fee : 
My fecond world, though gay the fccne> 

Can boafl no charms for me. 

To me this brilliant age appears 

With defolation fpread ; 
Near all with whom I liv'd, and imil'd, 

Whilft life was life, are dead ; 

And with them dy*d my joys ; the grave 

Has broken nature's laws ; 
And clos'd, agaihfl this feeble frame> 

Its partial cruel jaws ; 

Cruel to fpare ! condemn'd to life ! 

A cloud impairs my fight ; 
My weak hand difobeys my wilt. 

And trembles as I write. 

What ftiall I wrhe ? Thalia, tell ; 

Say, long-abandon'd Mufe t 
What field of fancy fhall I range B 

What fubjeft (hall I chufe ? 

A choice of moment high infpire. 

And refcue me from fhame. 
For doating on thy charms fo late» 
By grandeur in my tlieme. ^ 
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Seyond the themes^ which moil admire^ 

Which dazzle, or amaze,^ 
Beyond renown'd exploits of war. 

Bright chanm, or empire's blaze. 

Are themes, which, in a world of woC;,t 

Can befl appeafe our pain ; 
And, in an age of gaudy guilty 

Gay folly's flood reftrain'; 

Amidft the dorms of life fupport' 

A calm unfhaken mind ; 
And with unfading laurels crown 

The brow of the refign'd. 

O Refignation ! yet unfung. 

Untouched by former ftrains ; 
Though claiming every Mufe's fmile,. 

And every Poet's pains* 

Beneath life's evening, folemn fhade, 

1 dedicate my page 
To thee, thou fafeft guard of youth I 

Thou fole fupport of age ! 

All other duties crefcents are 

Of virtue faintly bright. 
The glorious confummation. Thou ! 

Which fills her orb with light : 

How rarely fiU'd ! The love divine 

In evils to difcern. 
This the firft leflbn which, we want> 

The latcfli, which wc learn 5 
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Amdandbol/trath.1 fiwknowy 
Could our proud: heacto itBga, 

The diihuice greatly would decreafe 
Twixt koQian and divine* 

But though fUl noble is my theme^ 

Full urgent is my call 
To foften brrow, and Ibrbid 

The burfting tear to fiiU & 

The talk I tread ; dare I to leave 

Of humble profe the fhore. 
And put to fea ? a dangerous iea ? 

What throngs have funk be£bre ! 
How proud the poet's billow fwells i 

The God ! the God t Ms boaft : 
A boaft how vain f What wrecks abound t 

Dead bards ftench every coaft. 
What then am I ? Shall I prefume» 

On fuch a moulten wing. 
Above the general wreck to riie. 

And in my winter, iing ; 

When nightingales, when (weeteil barda 
Confine their charming fong. 

To funmier's animating heats. 
Content to warble ytnmg ? 

Yet write I muft ; a • Lady fues ; 

How fhameful her requefl ! 
My brain in labour for dui! rhyme ! 

Her's teeming with the beftf 

• Mys.^M 
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:Bttt yon a i^magsp WOt exeofyy 

Nor fcora his feeble ftmirf 
To yoa a Awftgcr, bat, tiirougfi fitp. 

No fbanger to* yoor pain; 

The ghoft of grfe^ deceas'if aflends^. 

l£s old wounci bTeedb anew; 
His forrow» arr seeaH'^tl^Ilfe 

By thofe he fees ^yOQ ; 

Too welt he knowsr ifte fvidHShg f&&gs 

Of ardent hearts cOmbm'd 
When rent afuttdiBr, how tfiey breed> 

How hard to be refigh'd : 

Thofe tears yoa pouTi Msf eyes have Aed^;: 

The pang you feel; h» ftfc; 
Thus nature^ Ibad as virtue^ ftids 

I£s heart at yours to melr. 

But what can hearty or head» fogg^ft? 

What fad experience fay ? 
Through truths auflerCj^ to peace we work 

Our rugged^ gloomy way : 

What are we ? Whence ? F&r what T and Whither f 
Who know not, needs muf! mourn ; 

But Thought, bright daughter of the ikies ! 
Can tears to triumph turn. 

Thought is our armour> 'tis the mind's 

Impenetrable. fhield> 
When, fent by &te, we mett our fi)es> 

In fore a^'^llilon'd £eld ; 



** 
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It plocks the frightful maik from ills. 

Forbids pale fear to. hide. 
Beneath that dark difguife, a friend. 

Which turns afFedtion'a tide. 

Affedtion fra3 I train'd up by fenfe. 

From reafon's channel ftrays : 
And whilH it blindly points at peace> 

Our peace to pain betrays. 

Thought winds its fond, erroneous fbeam. 

From daily-dying flowers. 
To nouriih rich immortal blooms. 

In amarantlune bowers y 

Whence throngs, in extafy, look dowa 
On what once fhock'd thdr fight ;, 

And thank the terrors of the paft 
For ages of delight. 

All withers, here ; who moH poflei^ 

Are lofers by their gain. 
Stung by full prgof, that, bad at beft. 

Life's idle All is vain*: 

Vain, in its couirfe, li&'s murmuring ftream ; 

Did not its couHe offend. 
But murmur ceafe; life, then, would feem 

Still vainer, from its end. 

How wretched ! who, through cruel fate,. 

Have nothing to lament ! 
With the poor alms this world affords 

Deplorably content ! 
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Had not the Greek his world iniih)oIc» 

ICs wifh had been moft wife ; 
Te be content with but one world» 

Like him, we fhould defpife. 

Of earth's revenue would you ftate 
. A full account, and fair? 
We hope ; and hope ; and hope ; then cail 
The total up— 



JDefpair. 



Since vain all here, all future, vaft. 

Embrace the lot aifign'd ; 
Heaven wounds to heal ; its frowns are friends; 

Its ilroke fevere, moft kind. 

But in laps'd nature, rooted deep. 

Blind error donuneers ; 
And on fools errands, m the dark. 

Sends out our hopes and fears j 

Bids us for ever pains deplore. 

Our pleafures overprize ; 
Thefe oft perfuade us to be weak ; 

Thofe urge us to be wife. 

From virtue's rugged path to right 

By pleafu^e are we brought 
To flowery fields of wrong, and there 

Pain chides as for our fault.: 



-H^x 
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Yet whilft it chides, kfynkMisfptMC, 

If folly is withAood; 
And fays, time pays an eify jpfioe. 

For our etenvd good. 

In earth's dark cot, -aadiaaa kosi;» 

And in delufion great. 
What an oeconomift is-aun 

To fpend his whole eifaite# 

And beggar an eternity ! 

For which as he was bom. 
More worlds than one againft it weigh'd. 

As feathers he fhould icom. 

Say not, your lofs in triumph leads 

Heligioii's feeble firife; 
Joys future amply reimbttr£e 

Joys bankrupts of this life. 

But not deferred your joy fo Umgf 

It bears an early date ; 
Afili^Hon's ready pay in haad^ 

Befriends our prefent ftate ; 

What are the tears, which trickle dowB 

Her melancholy face, 
Xike liquid pearl ? Like.pearls of pnce« 

They purchafe lafting peace. 

Grief foftens liearts, a^d cmrbs the will. 

Impetuous paifion tames. 
And keeps iniatiate, keen defire 

From launching in extremes. 



Ttflws^^ 
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Through time's dark womb, our jadgtnitnt right. 

If our dim eye was thrown. 
Clear ftiould we fee, the will diviife 

Has but foreftall'd our own ; 

At variance with our future wifh, 

Self-fever'd we complain ; 
If fo, the wounded, not the wound. 

Mull anfwer for the paui : . 

The day fhall come, and fwiftof wing. 

Though you may think it ilow. 
When, in the Hft of fortune^s fmiles, . 

You 'U enter frowns of woe. 

For mark the path of Providence ; 

This courfe it has purfued 
*' Pain is the parent, woe the wo^jab, 

** Of found, important good :'* 

Our hearts are fiiften'd to* tibis worfd 

By ftrong andendlefs tics : " 

And every ibrrow cfits a^fil^g. 

And urges us to rife : 

'Twill found icvcre— Yct*eft afibr^ 

I 'm fbidious of your piHioe; 
Though I ihoiM'^e ta j^ve you joy-^ • 

Yes, joy of his deceftfe : . 

An hour fhall come {ymx^tlknL Ab} 

An hour, when yon fillet bkfs. 
Beyond the brig^ft beams of Kfe, 

Dark days of your diftreft. 



6 YOUNG'S POEMS, 

Hear then without furprize a truth* 

A daughter-trudi to thU, 
5wift turns of fortune often tie 

A bleeding heart to blifs : 

-Efteem you this .a paradox i 

My facred motto read ; 
A glorious truth ! divinely fiing 

By one, whofe heart had bled ; 

To Refignation/wift.he flew. 

In her a friend he found, 
A friend, which bleft him with a finile 

When gafping with his wound. 

On earth nought precious is obtaia'd 

But what is painful too; 
By travel, and to travel bom* 

Our fabbaths are but few : 

To real joy we work our way. 

Encountering many a fhock, 
Ere found what .truly charms; as found 

A Venus in the block. 

In fome difailer, fome fevere 

Appointment for our fins. 
That mother blefling (not fo call'd). 

True happinefs, begins. 

No martyr .e'er defy'd the flames. 

By flings of life unvext; 
Firft rofe fome quarrel with this worlds 

Then paflicn for the next. 

Yo 
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Ton fee« then> pangs are parent pangs^ 

The pangs of happy birth j 
Pagns> b^ which only can be bomt 

Tme happinefs on earth. 

The peopled earth look all around> 

Or through time's records run ; 
And ray> what is a man unfb-uck ? 

It is a man undone. 

This momenta am I deeply ftong— 

My, bold pretence is try'd; 
When rain man boafts^. Heaven puts to proof 

The vauntings of his pride ; 

Now need I, Madam ! your fupport.— 

How exquiiite the fmart ;. 
How critically tim'd the * news 

Which ftrikes me to the heart ! 

The pangs of* which I fpoke« I feel : 
If worth like thine, is born, 
t O long-betov'd ! I blefs the blow. 
And triumph, whilft I mourn. 

Nor mourn I long ; by grief fubdued 

By reafon's empire fhown ; 
Deep anguifh comes by Heaven's decree^ 

Continues by our own ; 
Vol. LXn. H And 

• Whilft the Author wat writing This, he 'received 
lie news of Mr. Samuel Richardfon't deatVi) 'si^q ^^^^^ 
^printJag the former put of the Poem. 
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And when continued paft ks p(nnt» 

Indulged in length of time. 
Grief is difgrace> and, what was &te^ 

Corrupts into a crime : 

And ihall I> crinunaHy mean, 

Myfelf and fubjcA wrong ? 
No ; my example ihall fupport 

The fubjeA of my fong. 

Madam ! I grant your lo(s is great ; 

Nor little is your gain;. 
Let that be weigh'd; when weigh'd aright. 

It richly pays your pain ; 

When Heaven would kindly iet us free. 
And earth's enchantment end ; 

It takes ^e moft effe£iual means. 
And robs us of a Friend; 

But fuch a friend ! and figh no more ? 

'Tis prudent ; but fevere : 
Heaven aid my weakneis, and I drop, 
AH forrow— with this tear. 

Perhaps your fettled grief to footh, 

I ihould not vainly ftrive. 
But with foft balm your pain aiTuage, 

Had he been ftill alive ; 

Whofe frequent sud brought kind relief. 

In my diilrefs of thought, 
TingM with his beams my cloudy page 

And beautify'd a fault ; 



To 
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To touch our paflions^ fecrct fprings 

Was his peculiar care; 
And deep his happy genius div*d 

In bofwns of the feir ; 

Nature, which favours to the few. 

All art beyond, imparts. 
To him prefented at his births 

The key of human hearts. 

But not to me by him bequeathed 

His gentle, fmooth addreis ; 
His tender hand to touch the wound 

In throbbing of diflrefs ; 

Howe'er, proceed I muft, unblefsM 

With Efculapian art : 
Know, love fometimes, mifUken love I 

Plays difaflFedion's part t 

Nor lands, nor feas, nor funs, nor ftar$> 

Can foul from foul divide 
They correfpond from diitant worlds,. 

Though tranfports are deny'd: 

Are you not, then, unkindly kind ? 

Is not your love (evere ? 
O ! (top that cryftal fource of wpe f 

Nor wound him with a tear. 

As thofe above from human blifs 

Receive encreafe of joy ; 
May not a ftroke from human woe. 

In part, their peace deltroy ? 

H 2 He 
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He lives in thofe he left ;-<^to what i 

Yovar, now> paternal care> 
Clear from its cload your brighten'd eye/. 

It will difcern him there ; , 

In features, not of form alone^ ' 

But thofe, Itrufi, of. mind; 
Aufpicious to the public weal. 

And to their fate refign'd. 

Think on the tempells he fuftain'd i . 

Revolve his battles won ^ 
And let thofe prophecy your joy 

From fuch a father's fon : 

Is confolation what yon feek ? 

Fan, then, his martial fire : 
And animate to flame the fparks 

Bequeathed him by his fire : 

As nothing great is born in hafte. 

Wife nature's time allow ; 
His father's laurels may defcend. 

And fiourifh on his brow. 

Nor, Madam ! be furpriz'd to hear 

That laurels may be due 
Not more to heroes of the field, 

(Proud boaflers !) than to you : 

Tender as is the female frame. 
Like that brave man you mourn, , 

You are a fbldier, and to fight 
Superior battles born j 



Ber 
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s^Beneath a banner nobler far 

Than ever was unfurled 
-In fields of blood; a banner-bright! 

High wa\^d o'er all the world. 

It, like a ftreaming meteor, . calls 

An univerfal light ; 
Sheds day, fheds more, eternal d^y 

On nations whelm'd in night. 

* Beneath that banner, what exploit 
Can mount our glory higher. 
Than to fuftam the dreadful blow* 
When thofe we love expire ? 

i Go forth a moral Amason.; 

Armid with undaunted thought; 

The battle won, though cofKng dear 

You Ml think it cheaply bought: 

The paffivc hero, who fits down 

Una(5live, and can fmile 
Beneath afHiftion's galling load. 

Out-ads a Caefar's toil : 

The billows fiain'd by ilaughter'd foes 

Inferior praife aiford ; 
Reafon's a bloodlefs conqueror. 

More glorious than the fword. 

Nor can the thunders of huzzas 

From fhouting nations, caufe 
Such fweet delight, as from your heart 

Soft whifpers of applaufe : 

H 3 Tl\^ 
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The dear deceased (6 fain'd in aniu^ 
With what delight he '11 view 

Jffis triumphs on the main outdone. 
Thus conquer'd> twice> by yoc^ 

Share his delight ; take heed to fhun 

Of bofoms mod diieas'd 
That odd diftemper, an abfuid 

Reluctance to be pleas'd: 

Some feem in love with forrow's charms. 
And diat fool fiend embrace : 

This temper let me jufUy bnnd. 
And ftamp it with difgrace : 

Sorrow ! of horrid parentage ! 

Thou fecond-bom of hell ! 
Agamft heaTen**! endlefs mercies pour'd 

How dar*ft thou to rebel ? 

JFrom black and noxious vapours bred 
And nurs'd by want of thought. 

And to the door of frenzy's felf 
By perfevcrance brought. 

Thy mod inglorious, coward tears 

From brutal eyes have ran ; 
Smiles, incommunicable fmiles ! 

Are radiant marks of man ; 

They caft a fudden glory round 

Th' illumin'd human face ; 
And light in fons of honeft joy 

Some beams of Mofes' face: 
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^s Refigiuuion's kfibn liard f 

Examine, we ihall find 
That duty gives np litde more 

Than anguilh of the mind ; 

Hefign ; and all the load of life 

That moment you remove. 
Its heavy tax, ten thoufand cares 

Devolve on one above ; 

Who bids us lay our burthen down 

On his almighty hand. 
Softens our duty to relief. 

To bleiling a command. 

Por joy what caufef how every fenfe 

Is courted from above 
The year around, with prefents rich. 

The growth of endle^ love f 

But moft overlook the bleiiings pour'd* 

Forget the wonders done. 
And terminate, wr^pp'd up in fenfe. 

Their profped at the fun; 

From that, their final p<nnt of view* 

From that their radiant goal. 
On travel infimte of thought. 

Sets out the nobler foul. 

Broke loofe from time's tenacious xies« 
And earth's involvbg gloom, ' 

To range at laft its vaft donrsun. 
And talk with worlds to come : 
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They let unmark'd^ and nnemployM; 
Life's idle moments run; 
. Andj doing nothiog for themfelve9» 
Imagine nothing, done ; 

,Fatal miftake ! . their fate goes on. 
Their dread account proceed^. 

And their not-doing is fet down 
Amongft their darkell deeds; 

Though man. fits flill^ and takes his eafe.; 

God is at work on man;, 
,No means, no moment unemploy'j. 
To blefs him, if he can. 

But man confents not, boldly beat 

To fafhion his own fate ; 
Man, a mere bungler in the trade> 

Repents his crime. too late; 

Hence loud laments : let me thy caufe. 
Indulgent Father I plead ; 
. Of all the wretches we deplore. 
Not one by thee was made. 

What is thy. whole creation fair ? 

. Of love divine the child ; 
Love brought it forth; and from its birth. 

Has o'er it fondly fmil'd ; 

Now, and. through periods dillant far. 

Long ere the world began. 
Heaven is, and has in travel been. 

Its birth the good of man j 
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> Man holds in conftant fervice bouiid 

The bluftering. winds and feas ; 
J Nor funs difd'ain to travel hard 

Their mafter, man, to pleafe : 

To final good the worft events 

Through fecret channels run ; 
Finilh for man their "deftin'd courfc 

As 'twas for man begun. 

One point (oBferv'd, perhaps," by few) 

Has often fmote, aiid fmites 
My mind, as demonflration ftrong ; 

That heaven in man delights : 

What's known to man of things unfecn. 

Of future. worlds, or fates? 
So much, nor more, than what to man.'^ 

Sublime affairs relates ; 

What 's Revelation then? a 1^, 

An inventory jufl 
• Of that poor infedl's goods, fo late \ 

Call'd out of night and duft. 

What various motives to rejoice I 

To render joy fmcere. 
Has this no weight ? our joy is felt 

Beyond this narrow fphere : 

Would we in heaven new heaven create. 

And double its delight ? 
A fmiling worfd, when heaven looks down. 

How plea fmg in its fight ! 



And ihould not tins complaint reprefs^f 

And check the rifihg figh ? 
Yet farther opiate to your pain 

I labour to fupply. 

Since fpirits greatly damp'd dxftort 

Ideas of delight. 
Look throti|;h the niedium of a frieiid. 

To fet your notions right : 

As tears the fight, grief <tim$ the foul; 

Its objed dark appears ; 
True friendftiip, like a lifingfun. 

The foul's horizon clears. 

A friend 's an optick to the mind 

With forrow clouded o'er ; 
And gives it'ftrcngtK of fight to fee 

Redrefs unfeen before. • 

. Reafon is fbmewhat rough in man; 

Extremely fmooth arfd fair, 
^When (he, tp^race hermanly ftrengtt, 

Affumes a female air: 

A • Friend you have, and I the fame, 
Whofe prudent, foft addrefs 

Will bring to4ife thbfe healing thoughts 
Which dy'd in your diftrefs ; 

* That friend, thtf fpirit of my theme 

Extradling for your cafe, 
-Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 

Too common ; fucVi-aa xKcfe \ 

• Mrs. MonU^«. 
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£et thofe tarnent, to whom full bowls 

Of iparkling joys are given ;r 
That triple base inebriates life« , 

Imbitters death> and hazards heaven: 

Woe to the.fbul at perfect eafe ! 

*Tis brewing perfeft pains ; 
Lttll'd reafon fleeps> the p^fe is. king ; 

Defpotic body reigns : 

Have you * ne!er pity'd jpy's gay fcenc$>^ 

And deem'd their glory dark ? 
Alas 1 poor Envy I ihe*s Hone-blind, 

And quite miftakes her mark : 

Her mark lies hid in forrow's ihades^ 

But forrow well fubdued ; 
And in proud ^artune's frown defy'd 

By meek> unborrowed good. 

By Refignation; all in that 

A double friend may find, . 
A wing to heaven,. and, while on earth,.. 

The pillow of mankind : 

On pillows ^void of down, for reft 

Our reftlefs hopes we place; 
When hopes of heaven he warm at heart,- 

Our hearts repofe in peace : 

Tho peace, which Refignation yields. 

Who feel alone can guefs ; 
*Tis difbeliev'd-by murmuring minds, - 

They muft conclude it lefs ; . 

• Mrs. Montaguci 
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The \ob, or gain>. of diat floae 

Have we to hope, or fear j 
That fate controls,, and can invert 

The Tcafons of the year : 

O ! the dark days, the year aroimd. 

Of an impatient mind ? 
Through doods, and ftorms, a fummer br 

To ftiine on the refign'd i 

While man by that of every grace. 

And virtue, is pofTefs'd ; 
Foul vice her pandsmoniom builds 

In the rebellious breaft ; 

By Refignadon we defj^at 

The worft that can annoy; 
And fufFer, with far more repofc. 

Than worldlings can enjoy. 

From fmall experience this I ipeak ; 

O ! grant to thofe I love 
Experience fuller far, ye powers 

Who form our fates above ! 

My love where due, if not to thofe 
Who, leaving grandeur> came 

To fhine on age in mean recefs. 
And light me to my theme ! 

A theme themfelves ! A theme, how rare 
The charms, which they difplay^ 

To triumph over captive heads. 
Arc fet in bright tnvj \ 
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With his own arms pfond man *» overcome. 

His boafted kurels die : 
Learning and genkis, wUer grown^ 

To female bofom» By. 

This revoluden, fix'd by htc. 

In ^le was foretold; 
The dark predi^on pazzled mts«. 

Nor could the learnt unfold : 

But as thofe * ladies works I read> 

They darted fuch a ray. 
The latent fenfe burft out at once. 

And ihone in open day : 

So burft,. full ripe, diftended fruits. 

When ftrongly ftrikes the fun ; 
And from the purple grape unprefs'd 

Spontaneous nedars run. 

Pallas, ('tis faid) when Jove grew dull,. 

Forfook his drowfy brain ; 
And fprightly le24>'d into the throne 

Of wifdom*s brighter reign ; 

Her helmet took ; that is, ihot rays 

Of formidable wit ; 
And launce,— -or, genius mod acute. 

Which lines immortal writ ; 

And gorgon ihield,— or, power to fright 

Man's folly, dreadful ihone. 
And many a blockhead (eafy chuige !) 

Tum'd> inftantl/, to ftone. 



* Mrs. Montague. Mrs. Cancr* 
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Our authors male> as, then, did Jovc»< 

. Now fcratch a damaged head. 
And call for what once quarter'd ther^. 
But find the goddefs fled. ■ 

The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit i 

That once forbidden tree, 
Hedg'd-in by furly man, is now 

To Britain's daughters free : 

In Eve (we know) of fruit fo fair 

The noble thirft began ; 
And they, like her, have caused a fall,. 

A fall of fame in man : 

And &ice of. genius in our fex, . 

Addifon ! with thee 
The fun is fet; how I rejoice 

This fifter lamp to fee ! 

It (heds,>,like Cynthia, iilver beams 

On man's nodlurnal ilate ; 
GQs leflen'd. light, and languid powers* 

1 ihow, whilft I relate. 
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RESIGNATION. 

PART II. 

13 UT what in either fex, beyond* 
'■-^ All parts, our glory crowns ! 
«* In ruffling feafons to be calm, 

<« And fmile, when fortune frowns.'* 

Heaven's choice is fafer than our- own ; 

Of ages paft enquire,. 
What the moft formidable fate I 

*' To have our own deiire." 

If, in your wrath, the worft of foes 

You wifti extremely ill ; 
Expofe him to the thunder's flroke. 

Or that of his own wilL 

What numbers, rufhing down the fteep 

Of inclination ftrong. 
Have perifli'd in their ardent wifli] 

Wifti ardent, ever wrong ! 

*Tis Refignation's full reverfe,. 
Moil wrong, as it implies 
. Error moft fatal in our choice. 
Detachment from the ikies. 

By clofing with the fides, we make 

Omnipotence our own ; 
That done, how formidable ill's 

Whole army is- o'erthrown ? 
VoL.LXlL I ' ^^ 



114 y OUN G'S POEMS. 

Ho looger impotent^ and frail, 

Oorfelves above we rife : 
We (carce believe oorfelves below ! 

We trefpafs on the flues I 

The Lord, the ibol, and fource of all» 

Whilft man enjoys his eafe> 
Is executing haman will. 

In earth, and air, and feas ; 

Beyond us, what can Angels boaft ? 

Archangels what require ? 
Whatever below, above, is done. 

Is done as— we defire. 

What glory this for man fo mean^ 

Whofe life is but a fpan ? 
This is meridian majefty ! 

This, the fublime of man ! 

Beyond the boaft of pagan fong 

My facred fubjed fhines ! 
Ai^d for a foil the luftre takes 

Of Rome's exalted lines. 

" All, that the fun furveys, fubdued, 
" But Cato*s mighty mind," 

How grand ! moft true ; yet far beneath 
The foul of die Refign'd : 

To more than kingdoms, more than world 

To pailion that gives law ; 
Its matchlefs empire could have kept 

Great Cato's pride Vtv awe \ 



That fatal pride> whofe cruel point 

Transfix'd his noble breaftf 
Far nobler! if his fate fuftain^d 

Had left to heaven the reft ; 

Then he the palm had borne away,. 

At diflance Caefar thrown ; 
Put him off cheaply with the world,. 

And made the fkies his own. 

What cannot Refignation do ? 

It wonders can perform ; 
That powerful charm, "Thy will be done," 
. Can lay the loudeil ftorm. 

Come, Refignation ! then,, from fields. 

Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, blefs Martyr's fouls 

Afcended to their King : 

Who is it calls thee ? one whofe need 

Tranfcends the common fize ; 
Who (lands in front againil a foe 

To which none equal rife : 

In front he ftaqds, the brink he tread«t 

Gf an eternal ftate; 
How dreadful his appointed, poft ! 

How ftrongly arm'd by fate : 

His threatening foe 1 what fhadows deep 
Overwhelm his gloomy brow ! 

His dart tremendous I— —at fourfcorc 
My fole afylum, tl^u^l 
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Hafte^ then, O Refignadon ! hafte, 

*Tis thine to reconcile 
My foe, and me ; at thy approach. 

My foe begins to fmile : 

O ! for that fumrait of my wifh^ 
Whilft here I draw my breath,. 

That promife of eternal life> 
A glorious fmile in death : 

What fight. Heaven's azure arch beneath^ 
Has moft of Heaven to boaft ? 

The man refign'd ; at once fercne. 
And giving up the ghoft. 

At death's arrival they (hall fmile. 

Who, not in life o*er gay. 
Serious, and frequent thought fend out 

To meet him on his way : 

My gay Coaevals ! (fuch there arc) 

If happinefs is dear; 
Approaching death's alarming day 

Difcreetly let us fear : 

The fear of death is truly wife,. 

Till wifdom can rife higher ; 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude. 

Death dreaded once, defire : 

Gland climafteric vanities 

The vaineft will defpifc ; 
Shock'd, when beneath the fnow of age, 
Man immaturely dies; 



'^^x. 



RE.SIG.NATION. Part 11. 117 

.But am not I niyfelf the man ? 

No need abroad to roam 
in queft of faults to be chaftis'd ; 

What caufe to bluih at home ? 

In life's decline, when men relapfe 

Into the fports of youth. 
The 'fecond cluld out-fools the firft. 

And tempts the lafti of truth ; 

Shall a mere truant from the grave 

With rival boys engage ? 
His trembling voice attempt to iing> 

And ape the poet's rage ? 

Here, Madam ! let me viiit one. 

My fault who, partly, fhares. 
And tell myfelf, by telling him. 

What more becomes our years ; 

And if your breaft with prudent zeal 

For Refignation glows. 
You will not difapprove a juft 

Refentment at its foes. 

In youth, Voltaire ! our foibles plead 

For fome indulgence due ; 
When tieads are white, their thoughts and aims 

Should change their colour too : 

How are you cheated by your wit ! 

Old age is bound to pay, 
6y nature's law, a mind difcreet. 

For joys it takes away; 
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.A mighty change is wrought by years^ 

Reverfing human lot ; 
In age 'tis hOnom* to lie hid> 

Its praife to be forgot ; 

The wife^ as flowers, which fpread ^t noon. 

And all their charms expofe. 
When evening damps, and Ihades defcend. 

Their evolutions dofe. 

What though your Mufe has nobly foar'd# 

Is that our true fuUime ? 
Ours, hoary friend ! is to prefer 

Eternity to time: 

Why clofc a life fo juftly fam'd 
With fuch bold trafh as • this? 

This for renown? yes, fuch as mokes 
Obfcurity a blifs : 

Your trafh, with mine, at open war. 

Is + obftjnately bent. 
Like wits below,, to fow your tares 

Of gloom and difcontent : 

With fo much funfkine at command. 
Why light with darknefs mix ? 

Why dafh with pain our pleafurc ? why 
Your Helicon with Styx ? 

Your works in our divided minds 

Repugnant paflions raife. 
Confound us with a double flroke. 

We ihudder whilft wc pt«i£e\ 

• Candidc. V ^tcoti^'^wx.* 
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A curioas wA^ as finely wroueht 

As genius can infpire* 
Prom a black bag of poifon ipuii» 

With horror we admire. 

Mean as it is« if this is read 

With a difdainful air^ 
I can't forgive fo great a foe 

To my dear friend Voltaire : 

Early I knew him, early prais'd. 

And long to praife him late; 
l£s genius greatly I admire. 

Nor would deplore his fate ; 

A fate how much to be deplor'd ! 

At which our nature ftarts ; 
Forbear to fall on your own /word* 

To periih by your parts: 

*' But great your name**— To hed on air. 

Were then immortals bom ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great. 

More glorious is the fcorn. 

Can fame your carcafe from the worm 

Which gnaws us in the grave. 
Or foul from that which never dies. 

Applauding Europe fave ? 

But fame you lofe; good fenfe alone 

Your idol, praife can claim; 
When wild wit murders happinefs. 

It puts to deadi our fame I 

1 4 '^^ 
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Nor boaft your genius, talents bright, 

Ev*n dunces will defpife. 
If in your we(^ern beams is mifs'd 

A genius for the fldes ; 

Your tafte too fails ; what moft excels 

True ufte muft relilh moft 1 

.And what, to rival palms above. 

Can proudeft laurels boaft ? 

Sound heads falvation's * helmet feek, 

Refplendent are its rays, 
.Let that fuiHce ; it needs no plume. 

Of fublunary praife. 

May this enable couch'd Voltaire 

To fee that— t " All is right,*' 
His eye, by flafti of wit ftruck blind, 
Reftoring to its iight ; 

If Co, all *s well : who much have err'd. 
That much have been forgiven ; 

I fpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 
'* Voltaires are, now, in heaven." 

Nay, fuch philanthopy divine. 

So boundlefs in degree. 
Its marvellous of love extends 

(Stoop moft profound I) to me: 

Let others cruel ftars arraign. 
Or dwell on their diftrefs ; 
But let my page, for mercies pour'd, 
A greatful heart expieCi; 

^^ 
Sphcf. vi. 17. •^■W\l\t\lVvvTOtxatit^xv^vcv;^' 
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"^Walfcbg, the prefent God was feeiu 
Of old, in Eden fair ; 
The God as prefent, by plain fteps 
Of providential care, 

.1 behold paffing through my life; 

His awful voice I hear ; 
. And, -confcioas of my nakednefs. 

Would hide myfelf for fear: 

*But where the trees, or where the cloUd$, 

Can cover from his ijght'? 
.Naked the center to that eye. 

To which the fun is night. 

As yonder glittering lamps on high 

Through night illumin'd roll ; 
May thoughts of him, by whom they "fliine. 

Chafe darknefs from my foul- ; 

My foul, which reads his hand as clear 

In my minute affairs. 
As in his ample manufcript 

Of fun, and moon, and ftars; 

And knows him not more bent aright 

To wield that vaft machine. 
Than to corredt one erring thought 

In my fmall world within ; 

A world, that fhall furvive the fall 

Of all lus wonders here ; 
Survive, when funs ten thoufand drop. 

And leave a darkened fphere. 
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Yon matter grofs, how bright it ihiiies 1 

JPor time how great his care ! 
^ure fpuit and eternity 
Far richer glories ihare ; 

Let thofe our hearts imprefiy on thofe 

Our contempktion dwell ; 
/On thofe my thoughts how jafl}y thrown^ 
By what I now ihall telU 

When backward with attendve mind 

Life's labyrinth I trace, 

J find him hr myielf beyond 

Propitious to my peace : 

Through all the crooked paths I trod 

My folly he purfued ; 
My heigt aftray to quick return 

Impoitunately woo'd ; 

Due Refignation home to prefs 

On niy capricious will. 
How many refcues did I meet* 

Beneath the maik of ill ! 

How many foes in ambufh laid 

Beneath my foul's defire ! 
The deepeft penitents are made 

By what we moft admire. 

.Have I not fometimes (real good 

So little mortals know!) 
Mounting the fummit of my wiih* 

Profoundly plung'd in woe i 
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>I rardy plannM> but caufe I fannd 

My plan's defeat to blefs : 
Oft 1 lamented an event; 

It tum'd to my fuccefs. 

'By iharpen'd appetite to give 

To good intenfe de]ight> 
Through dark and deep perplexities 

He led me to the right. 

And is not this the gloomy path. 

Which you arc treading now ? 
The path moil gloomy leads to lights 

When our proud paffions bow : 

When labouring under fancy'd ilU 

My fpirits to fuftain, 
^e kindly ;cur'd with fovereign draughfti 

Of unimagin'd pain. 

PamM'fenfe from fancy*d tyranny 

Alone can fet us free ; 
A thoufand miferies we feel* 

Till funk in mifery. 

Cloy'd with a glut of all we wi(h» 

Our wiih we relilh lefs ; 
Succefs, a fort of fuicide. 

Is ruin'd by fuccefs : 

Sometimes he led me near to death. 

And, pointing to the grave. 
Bid terror whifper kind advice ; 

And taught the tomb to fa;ve : 
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To raife my Noughts beyond where worlds 

As fpangles o'er us fhine, 
One day he gave, and bid the next 

My. foul's delight refign. 

We to ourfelves> i>ut through the means 

Of mirrors^ are unknown ; 
In this my. fate can you defcry 

No features of your own ? 

And if you can> let that excufe 

Thefe-felf recording lines. ; 
A record,, modefty forbids,' 

Or to fmall bound confines : 

Jn grief why deep ingulph'd ? You fee 

You fuffer nothing rare ; 
Uncommon grief for common fatel 

That wifdom cannot, bear. 

When ilreams flow backward to their fource^ 

And humbled flames defcend. 
And mountains wing'd ihall fly aloft. 

Then human forrows end ; 

Sut human prudence too mufl ceafe. 

When forrows domineer. 
When fortitude has loft its fire. 

And freezes into fear : 

The pang.moft poignant of my life 

Now heightens my delight ; 
1 fee a fair creation rife 

From chaos, and o\din%ht 
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Ji'rom what feem'd horror, anddefpair. 

The richeft harvcft rofe ; 
And gave me in the nod divine 

An abfolute repofc. 

Of all the plunders of mankind,' 

More grofs, or frequent, none. 
Than in their grief and joy mifplac'di 

Eternally are Ihown. 

But whither points all this parade ? * 

It fays, that near you lies 
A. book, perhaps, yet unperus'd. 

Which you Ihould greatly prize : 

Of felf-perufal,.fcience rare ! 

Few know the mighty gam ; 
Leam'd Prelates, felf-unread, may read" 

Their Bibles o'er in vain : 

Self-knowledge, which from heaven itfelf 

(Safages tell us) came. 
What is it, but a daughter fair 

Of my maternal theme I 

Unletter'dr^ and untravel'd men 

An oracle might find, . 
Would they confult their own contents. 

The Delphos of the mind. 

Enter your bofom ; there you 'Unmeet 

A revelation new> 
A revelation perfonal ; 

Which none can read bat you« 
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There will yoa clearly read reyeal'd- 
In your enlightened thought. 

By mercies manifold, through life^ 
To freih remembrance bronghv 

A mighty Being ! and in JE£m 

A complicated friend, 
A father, brother, fpoufe ; no dread 

Of death, divorce, or end : 

Who fuch a matchlefs friend embrace,. 

And lodge him in their heart> 
Full well, from agonies exempt, 

l^th other friends may part : 

As when overloaded branches bear 
Large dufters big with wine. 

We iiarce regret one falling leaf 
From the luxuriant vine. 

My (hort advice to you may found 

Obscure or fomewhat odd. 
Though 'tis the beft that man can givei-— 

« Ev'n be content with God." 

Through love he gave yon the deceased,. 

Through greater took him hence ^ 
This reafon fully could evince. 

Though murmur'd at by fenfe. 

This friend, far paft the kindeft kind. 

Is pad the greateft great; 
His greatnefs let me touch in points* 

Not foreign to youi ftau \ 
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r£5 eye, diis inftant^ reads your heart;. 

A tmtb lefs obrious hear; 
rhb inflant ks moil iecret thoHgbu 

Are founding in his ear : 

[>iipute you this? O! ftand in awe,. ^ 

And ceafe your forrow ; know> 
That tears now trickling down>. He iaw 

Ten thoufand years ago ; 

\nd twice ten thoufand hence, if you^ 

Your temper reconcile 
To reafon's bound, will he behold. 

Your prudence with a fmile; 

A fmile, which through eternity 

DiiFufes fo bright rays. 
The dimmift deifies e'en guilt,. ^ # 

If guilt, at lafl, obeys : 

Your guilt (for guilt it is to mourn,. 

When fuch a fbvereign reigns) 
Your guilt diminifh; peace purfue; 

How glorious peace in pains ! 

Here, then, your fcH'rows ceafe; if no^ 

Think how unhappy they, 
Who guilt bcreafe by ftreaming tears^ 

Which guilt fliould wafh away ; 

Of tears that gufh profufe reftrain; 

Whence burU thofe difmal &ghs ^ 
They from the throbbing breaft of one 

(Strange truth i) mpft happy iV&v 
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Not angels (hear it, and exult I) 

Enjoy a larger fhare 
Than is indnlg'd to you, and yoars^. 

Of God's impartial care; 

An»oas for eacb>. as if on each 
His care for all was thrown ; 

For allliis care as abfdute. 
As all had been but one. 

And is He then fo near ! fo kind !— . 

How little then, and great. 
That riddle, man ! O! let me gaze 

At wonders in his fate; 

His fate, who yefterday did crawl 
A worm from darknefs deep. 

And ihaU, with brother^ worms, beneath^ 
A turf, to-morrow fleep ; 

How mean4~And yet, if well obcy'd 

EQs mighty Mailer's call. 
The whole creation for mean man 

Is deem'd a boon too (mall : 

Too fmall the whole creation deem'd- 

For emmets in the duft I 
Account amazing ! yet moil true ; 

My fong is bold, yet juft : 

Man bom for infinite, in whom 

Nor period xan deftroy 
The power, in exquiiite extremes^ . 

To fuffcr, or enjoy ; 



Give 
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Give him earth's empire (if no more) 

He's beggar'd, and undone I 
Imprifon'd in unbounded fpace i 

Benighted by the fun ! 

Por what the fun's meridian blaze 

To the moft feeble ray 
Which glimmers from the diftant dawn 

Of uncreated day ? 

'Tis not the Poet's rapture feign'd 

Swells here the vain to pleafe ; 
The mind moft fober kindles moli: 

At truths fublime as thefe ; 

They warm e'en me. — I dare not iay. 

Divine ambition ftrove 
Not to blefs only, but confound. 

Nay, fright us with its love ; 

And yet fo frightful what, or kind. 

As that the rending rock. 
The darken'd fun, and riiing dead. 

So formidable fpoke ? 

And are we darker than that fun ? 

Than rocks more hard, and blind ? 
Wc are; — if not to fuch a God 

In agonies refign'd. 

Yes, e'en in agonies forbear 

To doubt almighty love ; 
Whatc'er endears eternity. 

Is mercy from above; 
Vol. XLII. K What 
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What mofV imbitters time, that mo& 

Eternity endears. 
And thus, by plunging in diftrei^,. 

Exalts us to the fpheres ; 

Joy's fQuntain head ! where blifs o*er blifi. 

O'er wonders wonders rife. 
And an Omnipotence prepare* 

Its banquet for the wife : 

Ambrofial banquet ! rich in wines 

Nedtareous to the foul ! 
What tranfports fparkle from the fb*eara. 

As angels fill the bowl ! 

Fountain profufe of every blifs I 

Good-will immenfe prevails ; 
Man's line can't fathom its profound ; 

An angel's plummet fails. 

Thy love and might, by what they know. 
Who judge, nor dream of more ; 

They aik a drop, how deep the fea ! 
One fand, how wide the fhore ? 

Of thy exuberant good- will. 

Offended Deity ! 
The thoufandth part who comprehends, 

A deity is He. 

How yonder ample azure field 

With radiant worlds is fown ! 
How tubes aftonifh us withthofe 

A^orc deep in aether thrown ! 
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And thofe beyond of brighter wotUt 

Why not a million more ^-^ 
In lieu of anfi/rer,. let us all 

Fall proftrate^ and adore. 

Since thou artitifinite in power. 

Nor thy indulgence left ; 
Since man, quite impotent and blind. 

Oft drops into difh-ef^s ; 

Say, what is Refignadon ? *Tis 

Man's weaknefs underilood; 
And wifdom graiping, with an hand 

Far ftronger, every good. 

Let rafh repiners fbmd appall'd. 

In Thee who dare not truft ; 
Whofe abjefl fouls, like demons diark. 

Arc murmuring in the duft; 

For man to murmur, or repine 

At what by Thee is done. 
No lefs abfurd, than to complain 

Of darknefs in the fun. 

Who would not, with an heart at eafe^ 

Bright eye, unclouded brow, 
Wifdom and goodnefs at the helm. 

The roughed ocean ploughi? 

What, though I 'm (Wallovt^^d in the ddep ^ 

Though mounidnB o'er me roar ? 
Jehovftb- reigns ! as Jonah fafe, 

I 'm landed, and adore : 
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Thy will is welcome, let it wear 

Its rood tremendous form ; 
Roar, waves ; rage, winds! I know, that Thoa 

Canft fave me by a florm* 

Prom Thee immortal fpirits born. 

To Thee, their fountain, flow. 
If wife ; as carl'd around to theirs 

Meandering ftreams below: 

Not lefs compell'd by Reafbn's calU 

To Thee our fouls afpire. 
Than to thy (kie$, by nature's law» 

High mounts material fire ; 

To Thee afpiring they exult, 

I feel my fpirits rife, 
I feel myfelf thy fon, and pant 

For patrimonial flcies ; 

Since ardent thirft of future good. 

And generous fenfe of pad. 
To Thee man's prudence ftrongly tics. 

And binds afFedion faft ; 

Since great thy love, and great our want, 

And men the wifefl blind. 
And blifs our aim ; pronounce us all 

Diflradled, or reiigri'd ; 

Refign'd through duty, intereft, ihame | 

Deep fhame ! dare I complain. 
When (wondrous Truth !) in heaven itfelf 

Joy ow'd its birth to pain f 
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And pain for me ! for me was dr^'d 

Gall's overflowing bowl ; 
And ihall one drop to murmur bold 

Provoke my guilty foul ? 

If pardon'd this> what caufe, what crime. 

Can indignation raife ? 
The fun was lighted up to Ihine^ 

And man was born to praife ; 

And when to praife the man fhall ceafe^ 

Or fun to ftrike the view ; 
A cloud difhonours both ; but man's 

The blacker of the two : 

For oh I Ingratitude how black I 

With mod profound, amaze 
At love, which, man belov'd o'erlooks,, 

Aftonilh'd angels gaze. 

Pr^e chears, and warms, like generous wine.; 

Praife, more divine than prayer ; 
Prayer points our/ready path. to heaven;, 

Praife is already there- 
Let plaufive Refignation rife^ 

And baniih all complaint ; 
All virtues thronging into one,. 

It finiihes the faint; 

Makes the man blefs'd, as man can be ;] 

Life's labours renders light ; 
Darts beams through fate's incumbent gloom. 

And lights our fun by mght; 
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The richeft gift of grace;. 
Rival of angels, and faprcme 
Proprietor of peace ; 

Nay, peace bfifovA, no Ssiall d^nse 
Of rapture 't will impart; 
Know, Madam ! when your heart 's in heaven, 
" All heaven is in your heart." 

But who to heaven their hearts can raife ? 

Deny'd divine fupport. 
All virtue dies ; fupport divine 

The wife with ardouj;; court : 

When prayer partakes the feraph's £xe, 

'Tis mounted on his wing, 
Burfls through heaven's cryftal gates, and gaiii3 

Sure audiehce of its King : 

The labouring foul from fore di^efs 

That blefs'd expedient frees; 
I fee you far advanc'd in peace ; 

I fee you on your knees : 

How on that poilure has the beam 

Divine for ever fhone I 
An humble heart, God's • other feat ! 

The rival of his throne : 

And (loops Omnipotence fo low ! 

And condefcends to dwell. 
Eternity's inhabitant. 

Well pleas'd, ui fucVi 9. ciU. ? 

•IfaiahlvU.i5- 
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Such honour how ^11 we repay ? 

How treat our gueft divine ? 
The facrifice ihpreme be ilain ! 

Let fclf-will die : Refign, 

Thu3 far> atdarge, on ourdifeafe; 

Now let the caufe be ihown. 
Whence rifes^ and will ever rife. 

The difmal human groan : 

What our fde Ibuntain of diilreis ? 

Strong paffion for this fcene ; 
That trifles make important, things 

Of mighty moment mean: 

When earth's ^ark maxims poifon ihed 

On our polluted fouls. 
Our hearts and interefts fly as far 

Afunder, as the poles ; 

Like princes in a 'cottage nursM, 

Unknown their royal race. 
With abjeft aims, and fordid joys. 

Our grandeur we difgrace; 

O ! for an Archimedes new. 

Of moral powers poflefs'd. 
The world to move, and quite expel 

That traitor from the breaft. 

No fmall advantage may be reap'd 

From thought whence we defcend ; 
From weighing well, and prizing weigh'd 

Our origin, and end : 

K 4 ^^^^ 
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From fer above the glorious fan 
To this dim Icene we came ; 

And may, if wife, for ever ba(k. 
In great Jehovah's beam : 

Let that bright beam on Heafon rouz'd 

In aweful luftre rife, 
Earth*s giant- ills are dwarPd at once. 

And all difquiet dies. 

Earth's glories too their fplendour lofe,. 

Thofe phantoms charm no more; 
Empire's a feather for a fooU 

And Indian mines are poor:. 

Then level'd quite, whilft yet alive. 
The monarch and his Have-; 

Not wait erJighten'd minds to learn 
That lefTon from the grave : 

A George the Third would then be low 

As Lewis in renown. 
Could he not boaft of glory more 

Than fparkles from a crown. 

When human glory rifes high 

As human glory can; 
When, though the King is truly great. 

Still greater is the Man ; 

The man is dead, where virtue fails ; 

And though the Monarch proud 
In grandeur fhines, his gorgeous robe 

J but a gaudy Ihroud. 
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Wifdom ! where art thou ? None on earth. 
Though grafping wealth, fame, power. 

But what, O death ! through thy approach. 
Is wifer every hour ; 

Approach how fwift, how unconiin'd ! 

Worms feaft on viands rare, 
Thofe little epicures have kings 

To grace their bill of fare : 

From kings what refignation due 

To that almighty will, 
Whiclv thrones beftows, and, when they fail. 

Can throne them higher Hill ? 

Who truly great ? The good and brave> 

The mailers of a mind 
The will divine to do refolv'd. 

To fufFer it reftgn'd. 

Madam ! if that may give it weight. 

The trifle you receive 
Is dated from a folemn fcene. 

The border of the grave ; 

Where ftrongly llrikes the trembling foul 

Eternity's dread power,. 
As burfting on it through the thin 

Partition of an hour; 

Hear this, Voltaire ! but this from mc, 

Runs hazard of your frown ; 
However, fpare it ; ere you die 

Such thoughts will be your ovm% 
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In mercy to yourfeU* forbear 

My notions to chaftife^ 
Left unawares the gay Voltaire 
Should blame Voltaire the wife : 

Fame's tromfiet rattHng in your ear. 

Now, makes us diiagree ; 
When a far louder trumpet founds, 

Voltaire will "Clofe mth me : 

How (hocking is that modefty. 
Which keeps fome honeft men 

From urging what their hearts fugged. 
When braved by folly's :pen 

A^auldng truths, of which in all 

Is fown the facred feed ! 
Our conftitution 's orthodox. 

And clofes with our creed : 

What then are they, whofe proud conceits 

Superior wifdom boaft ? 
Wretches, who fight their own belief^ , 

And labour to be loH .1 

Though Vice, by no fuperior joys 

Her heroes keeps in pay ; 
Through pure difmterefted love 

Of ruin they obey ! 

Strift their devotion to the wrong. 
Though tempted by no prize ; 

Hard their commandments^ and their creed 
A inaga;bine of lyes 
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From fancy's forge : gay fancy Aules 

At reafon plain> and cool; 
Fancy, whofe curious trade it is 

To make the fineft fool. 

Voltaire ! long life's tke greateft curie 

That mortals can receive. 
When they imagine the chief end 

Of living is to live ; 

Quite thoughtlefs of their day of d^alh^ 

That birth-day of their forrow ! 
Knowing, it may be diilant far^ 

Nor crufh them till — to-morrow. 

Thefe are cold, northern thoughts, concdv^d 

Beneath an humble cot; 
Not mine, your genius, or your ftate> 

No * caftle is my lot: 

But foon, quite level fhall we lie; 

And, what pride moft bemoans. 
Our parts, in rank fo didant jqow. 

As level as our bones ; 

Hear you that found ? Alarming found ? 

Prepare to meet your fate I 
One, who writes Finis to our works,, 

Is knocking at the gate ; 

Far other works will foon be weighed ; 

Far other judges fit; 
Far other crowns be loll or won^ 

Than fire ambitious wit : 

• Letter to Lgrd LyUtUon. 
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Their wit far brighteft will be provM, 
Who funk it in good fenfe ; 

And veneration mod profound- 
Of dread Omnipotence. 

Tis that- alone unlocks the gate 

Of bleft Eternity ; 
O ! may 'ft thou never, never lofc 

That more than * golden key ! 

Whate'er may feem too rough excufe. 
Your good I have at heart : 

Since from my foul I wilh you well; 
As yet we muft not part : 

Shall you, and I, in love with life. 
Life's future fchemes contrive. 

The world in wonder not unjuft. 
That we are flill alive ? 

What have we left ? How mean in man 

A Ihadow's fhade to crave ! 
When life, fo vain I is vainer ftill, 

'Tis time to take your leave : 

Happier, than happieft life, is death. 

Who falling in the field 
Of conflid with his rebel will. 

Writes Vici, on his Ihield ; 

So falling man, immortal heir 

Of an eternal prize ; 
Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 

JDe/cends into the Ikies, 

I • AUudingto^ruiSA- 
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O ! how diforder'd our machine. 

When contradidions mix 1 
Wien nature ftrikes no lefs than twelve. 

And folly points at fix ! 

To mend the moments of your heart. 

How great is my delight 
Gently to wind your morals up. 

And fet your hand aright. I 

That hand, which fpread yonr wifdom wide 

To poifon diftant lands : 
Repent, recant ; the tainted age 

Your antidote demands ; 

To Satan dreadfully refign'd. 

Whole herds rufh down the fteep 
Of folly, by lewd wits poflefs'd. 

And perifh in the deep. 

Men's praife your vanity purfues j 

'Tiswell, purfueitltill; 
But let it be of men deceased. 

And you '11 refign the will ; 

And how fuperior they to thofe 

At whofe applaufe you aim a 
How very far fuperior they 

In number, and in name I 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

THUS hanre I written, w&cn to* write 

No mortal fhould prdume ; 
Or only write, what none can ttlaiw^ 

HicJacet'^foT his tomb : 

The public frownsv and cenforef Itoud' 

My puerile employ; 
Though juil the cen(iii«e, if yott fimll^ 

The fcandal I enjoy; 

But fing no more— «no more I fyig 

Or reaffume the lyre, 
Unlefs vouchfaPd an humble part 

Where Raphael leads the choir : 

What myriads fwell the concert loud ! 

Their golden harps refound 
High, as the footflool of the throne. 

And deep, as hdl profound ; 

Hell (horrid contraft ! ) chord and fbng^ 

Of raptur'd angels drowns 
In felf-will's peal of blafphemies^ 

And hideous burid^ of groans ; 

But drowns them not to me ; I hear 

Harmonious thunders roll 
(In language low of men to fpeak) 

From echoing pole to pole ! 



^\C^^ 
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Whim this grand chorus fhakes d&e ikies—- 

" Above, beneath the fun, 
yy Through boundlefs age, by men, by godii, 

*' Jehovah's will be done." 

'Tis done in heaven; whence headlong hurTd 

Self-will with Satan fell ; 
And muft from eardi be banifhM too. 

Or earth's another hell ; 

Madam ! felf-will inflidh your pains : 

Self-will 's the deadly foe* 
Which deepens all the difmal fhades. 

And points the ihafts of woe : 

Your debt to nature fully paid. 

Now virtue claims her due : 
But virtue's catife I need not plead; 

'Tis fafe ; I write to You : 

You know, that virtue's bafis liey 

In ever judging right; 
And wiping error's clouds away^ 

Which dim the mentsU' fight : 

Why mourn the dead ?' you wrong the graven 

From ftorm that fafe refbrt ;. 
We are iHll. tolling oat at fea» 

Our admiral in port. 

Was death deny'd, thi^ world, a fcene 

How difmal and forlorn t 
To death we owe, that 'tis taxaan: 

A bleffing to be born ; 
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When every other bleffing fails. 

Or fapp'd by flow decay. 
Or, ftorm'd by fudden blafts of fate. 

Is fwiftly whirl'd away ; 

How happy ! that no ftorm, or time. 

Of death can rob the jaft ! 
None pluck from their unaching heads 

Soft pillows m the duft 1 

Well-pleas'd to bear heaven's darkeft ^rown. 

Your utmoft power employ ; 
*Tis noble chemiftry to turn 

Neceffity to joy. 

Whate'er the colour of my fate. 

My fate ftiall be my choice : 
Determin'd am I, whilfl I breathe. 

To pr^e and to rejoice,; 

What ample caufe I triumphant hope I 

O rich eternity I 
I ftart not at a world in flames, 

Charm'd with one glimpfe of thee 

And thou ! its great inhabitant ? 

How glorious dofl thou fhine I 
And dart through forrow, danger, death, 

A beam of joy divine ! 

The void of joy (with fome concern 

The truth fevere I tell) 
Is an impenitent in guilt, 

A fool or infidel ; 
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Weigh this, ye pupils of Voltaire I 

From joylefs murmur free ; 
Or, let us know, which charaAer 

Shall crown you of the three. 

Refign, reiign : this lefTon none 

Too deeply can inftill ;. 
A crown has been refign'd by more. 

Than have refign'd the will ; 

Though will refign'd the meaneft makes 

Superior in renown. 
And richer in celeftial eyes. 

Than he who wears a crown ; 

Hence, in: the bofom cold of age. 

It kindled a flrange aim 
To ihine in fong; and bid me boaft 

The * grandeur of my theme ; 

But oh ! how far prefumption falls 

Its lofty theme below ! 
Our thoughts in life's December freeze. 

And numbers ceafe to flow. 

Firft ! greateft I beft ! grant what I wrote 

For others, ne'er may rife 
To brand the writer ; thou alone 

Canft make our wifdom wife ; ^ 

And how unwife 1 how deep in guilt ! 

How infamous the fault I 
' A teacher thron'd in pomp of words, 

" Indeed, beneath the taught 1" 
OL. LXII. L >JVt:ix.s 

• Page ^^. 
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Means moft mfsEtlible to mikt 

The world an infidel ; 
And, with inftru6tions moft -divine. 

To pave a path to hell ; 

O! for a clean and ardent heart, 

O ! for a foul on fire. 
Thy praife, begnn on earth, to fbund 

Where angels firing the lyre ; 

How cold « man ? to him how hard 
(Hard, what moll eafy feems) 

« To fet a juft efteem on that, 
" Which yet he— moft efteems." 

What ihall we fay, when bomidlefs b 

Is offer'd to mankind. 
And, to that offer when a ra<?e 

Of rationals is blind ? 

Of human nature ne'er too high 

Are our ideas wrought ; 
Of human merit ne'er too low 

Deprefs'd the daring thought* 
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ON THE LATE QUEEN'S DEATH. 

AND 

HIS MAJESTY'S ACCESSION TO THE THRONE, 

^IRj I have Iong> and with impatience^ fought* 
^ To eafe the fullnefs of my grateful thought, 
My fame at once> and duty to purfue. 
And pleafe the public^ by reiped to you. 

Though you, long fince beyond Britannia known. 
Have fpread j^our country's glory with your own ; 
To me you never did more lovely fhine. 
Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
Quenched our ambition, in great Anna's fate. 
And darken'd all the pomp of human Hate. 
Though you are rich in fame, and fame decay. 
Though rais'd in life, and greatnefs fade away. 
Your luftre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and fparkles near a tomb. 

Know, fir, the great eileem and honour due, 
1 chofe that moment to profefs to you. 
When fadnefs reign'd, when fortune, fo fevere. 
Had warm*d our bofbms to be moft iincere. 
And when no motives could have force to r^e 
A ferious value, and provoke my praifb. 
But fuch as rife above, and far tranfcend 
Whatever glories with this world ihall end, 

L 3 Then 
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Then (hining forth, when deepeft fhades (kail blot 
Tkcf fun's bright orb> aB4 C^to bf fbrgol;. 
I iing — ^but ah ! my theme I need not tell. 
See every eye with confcipus forrow fwell : 
Who now to verfc would raife his humble voice. 
Can only (hew his duty, not his choice. 
How great the weight of grief our hearts fuftain ! 
We languifli, and to i^peak is to complain. 

Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moft illuftrious fcene, for ever New!) 
See all the feafbns ihine on Anna^ throne. 
And pay a conftant tribute, not th«ir own. 
Her fummer's heats nor fruits alone bellow. 
They reap the harveft, and fubdue the foe; 
And when black ftorms confefs the dlftant fun. 
Her winters wear the wreaths, her fununers won. 
Revolving pleafures in their turns appear. 
And triumphs are the product of the year. 
To crown the whole, great joys in greater ceafe. 
And glorious viftory is loft in peace. 

Whence this profufion on our favoured iile ? 
Did partial fortune on our virtue fmile ? 
Or did the fcept;re, in great Anna's hand, 
.Stretch forth this rich idulgence o'er our land ? 
Ungrateful Britain ! quit thy groundlefs claim^ 
1 hy queen and thy good fortune are the fame. 

Hear, with, alarms our triiropets fill tlw fky ; 
'Tis Anna reigns ! t^ Gallic fq^uadrons fty. 
We fpread our canvafs to the fouthern fhore ; 
'7Vi Anna reigns ! the fouiYvidi^xv^Vw^o^^. 
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Her Tirtae fmooths the tumulc of the mua. 
And fwells the field with mountains of the fkin. 
Argyll and Churchill but the glory fhare. 
While millions lie fubdued by Anna's prayer. 

How great her zeal ! how fervent her defire ! 
How did her foul in holy warmth expire ! 
Conflant devodon did her time divide, 
l^ot fet returns of pleafurc or of pride. 
>Iot want of reft, or the fun's parting fay, 
£ut finifh'd duty, limited the day. 
How fweet fucceediog fleep 1 what lovely themes 
Smil'd in her thoughts» and foften'd all her dreams ! 
Her royal couch defcending angels fpread. 
And join '4 their wings a fhelter o'er her head. 

Though Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a part. 
Religion's caufe reign'd miftrefs of her heart: 
She faw, and griev'd to fee, the mean eftate 
Of thofe who round the hallow'd altar wait; 
She ftied her bounty, piouily profufe. 
And thought it more her own in facred ufe. 

Thus on his furrow fee the tiller ftand. 
And fill with genial feed his lavifh hand ; 
He trufts the kindnefs of the fruitful plain* 
And providently fcattors all his grain. 

What ftrikes my fight ? does proud Augufta rife 
New to behold* and awfully furprize ! 
Her lofty brow more numerous turrets crown» 
And facred domes on palaces look down : 
A noble pride of piety is (hown. 
And temples caft a luftre on the throtve. 

• 1» i^ W^^ 
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How would this work another's glory raifc ! 
But Anna's greatnefs robs her of the praifc. 
Drown*d in a brighter blaze it difappears. 
Who dry'd the widow's, and the orphan's tears ? 
Who ftoop'd from high to fuccour the diftreft. 
And reconcile the wounded heart to reft ? 
Great in her goodnefs, well could we perceive. 
Whoever fought, it was a queen that gave. 
Misfortune loil her name, her guiltlefs frown 
But made another debtor to the crown ; 
And each unfriendly ftroke, from fate wc bore» 
Became our title to the regal ftore. 

Thus injur *d trees adopt a foreign fhoot. 
And their wounds blofTom \yith a fairer fruit. 

Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv'd. 
When firft the dreadful blaft of fame arriv'd. 
Say what a (hock, what agonies you felt. 
How did your fouls with tender angui(h melt ! 
That grief which living Anna's love fuppreft. 
Shook like a tempell every grateful bread. 
A fecond fate our finking fortunes try'd ! 
A fecond time our tender parents dy'd ! 

Heroes returning from the field we crown. 
And deify the haughty vidor's frown. 
His fplendid wealth too rafhly we admire. 
Catch the difeafe, and bum with equal fire : 
Wifely to fpend, is the great art of gain ; 
And one reliev'd tranfcends a million flain. 
When time (hall afk, where once Ramillia lay. 
Or Dnnube flow'd that Cwept wKole troops away. 
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One drop of water, that refrefli'd the dry. 
Shall rife a fountain of eternal joy, 

£ut ah ! to that unknown and diflant date ; 
Is virtue's great reward pufti'd off by fate ; 
Here random fhafts in every breaft are found. 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 
Auguft in native worth and regal ftate, 
Anna fate arbitrefs of Europe's fate ; 
To diflant realms did every accent fly. 
And nations watch'd each motion of her eye. 
Silent, nor longer awful to be feen. 
How fmall a fpot contains the mighty queen 1 
No throng; of fuppliant princes mark the place. 
Where Britain's greatnefs is compos 'd in peace ; 
The broken earth is fcarce difcern'd to rife. 
And a ilone tells us where the monarch lies. 
Thus end matured honours of the crown ! 
Thb is the lafl conclufion of renown ! 

So when with idle fkill the wanton boy 
Breathes through his tube ; he fees, with eager joy. 
The trembling bubble, in its riiSng fmall ; 
And by degrees expands the glittering ball. 

Bat when, to full perfection blown, it flies 

High in the air, and fliines in various dyes. 

The little monarch, with a falling tear. 

Sees his world burfl at once, and difappear. 

*Tis not in forrow to reverfe our doom. 

No groans unlock th' inexorable tomb ! 

Why then this fond indulgence of our woe ! 

What fruit can rife, or what advantage flow i 
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Yes, this advantage ; from our deep diftrefb 
We learn how much in George the Gods can Uds. 
Had a lefs glorious princefs left the throne^ 
£ut half the iiero had at firfi been fhown : 
An Anna falling all the king employs^ 
To vindicate from guih our rifing joys : 
Our joys arife and innocently fhine, 
Aufpicious monarch ! what a pratfe is thine ! 

Welcome, great ftranger, to Britanma^s thnmt! 
l^or let thy country think thee aU her own. 
*Of thy delay how oft did we complain! 
Our hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the main. 
With prayer we fmooth the billows for thy fleet; 
With ardent wilhes fill thy fwelling iheet ; 
And when thy foot took place on Albion^s fhore, 
We bending'.blefs'd the Gods, and afk'd no more. 
What hand but thine fhould conquer and compofe, 
Join thofe whom intereft joins, and chace our foes ? 
Repel the daring youth's prefiimptuous aim. 
And by his rival's greatnefs give him feme ? 
Now in fome foreign court he may fit down. 
And quit without a blufh the Britifh crown. 
Secure his honour, though he lofe his ftore. 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 

Nor think, great fir, now firft, at this late hour, 
In Britain's favour, you exert your power ; 
To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 
The numerous tokens of your princely grace. 
Whether you chofe to thunder on the Rhine, 
Jnfpiie grave councife, or \xv co\k\.s to (hine ; 



\^ 
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In the more fcenes your genius was difplay'd. 
The greater debt was on Britannia laid : 
They all confpir'd this mighty man to raife, 
And your new fubjefts proudly ftiare the praiTe. 

All Ihare^ but may not we have leave to boaft 
rhat we contemplate, and enjoy it moft ? 
Phis ancient nurfe of arts, indulg'd by fate 
3n gentle Ifis' bank, a calm retreat, 
?or many rolling ages juftly fam'd, 
ias through the world her loyalty proclaimed ; 
\nd often pour'd (too well the truth is known 1) 
Her blood and treafure to fupport the throne ! 
For England's church her lateft accents ftrain'd^ 
And freedom with his dying hand retain'd. 
No wonder then her various ranks agree 
In all the fervencies of zeal for thee. 

What though thy birth a dillant kingdom boaft. 
And feas divide thee from the Britilh coaft ? 
The crown 's impatient to enclofe thy head : 
Why flay thy feet ? the cloth of gold is fpread. 
Our fbid obedience through the world fhall tell 
That king *s a Briton, who can govern well ! 
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THE INSTALMENT- 

"TT 7 ITH invocations fome their breafis kiame ; 
^^ I «ocd no Mvfe, a Walpolc is my thcsae. 
Ye mighty dead, ye gartcr'd fons of praife ! 
Our moFiung ftars 1 our boail in fomaer days !- 
Wlttck hoveriAg o'er> your puiple wmgs diif>lay». 
Lur'd by t]ic pomp of this, ^ftingnifli'4 day. 
Stoop, and attend : by one, the knee be boiad f 
One, throw the mande's crimibn folds around ; 
By diat, the fword on his proud tiiigh be piac'd ;. 
This, clafp the diaaoond-gkdle round his waift ; 
His breaft, with rays» let juft Godolphm fpread ; 
Wife Burleigh plant the plumage on his head; 
And Edward own, fince ^ft he fix'd the race. 
None preft Bar glory with a fwift^ pace. 

When fate would call fome mighty genius forth 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth. 
Or aid fome faroiuite king's iUuftrious toil^ 
It bids his blood with generous ardour boil ; 
His blood, from virtue's celebrated iburce, 
Pour'd down the Aeep of dme» a lengthen'd courfe j 
That men prepared may juft attentioa pay, 
Wam'd by the dawn to mark the glorious dayj^ 
When all the fcatter'd merits of his line 
Colle^ed to a point, intenfely ihine. 

See, Britain, fee thy Walpole ihine from fat. 
His azure ribboo^ tnd his radiant ftar ; 

AlUr 
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A fbu- that^ with aufpicious beams^ fhall guide 

Thy veflel fafe, through fortune's roughed tide- 
If peace ftill fmiles, by this fhall commerce ftecr 

A fuiiih'd courfe^ in triumph round the fphere ; 

And^ gathering tribute from each diftant fhore> 

In Britain's lap the world's abundance pour. 
If war 's ordain'd^ this ftar (hall dart its beams 

Through that black cloud which^rifuig from the Thames, 
With thunder, form'd of firunfwick*s wrath,, is fcnt 
To clsum the feas, and awe the continent. 
This (hall (Ured it, where the bolt to throw, 

A ftar for us, a comet to the foe. 

At this the Mufe (hall kindle, and afpire r 
My brealt, O Wafpole, glows with grateful fire.. 
The flreams of royal bounty, tum'd by thee, 
Refrefh the dry domains of poefy. 
My fortune (hews, when arts are Walpole's care. 
What (lender worth forbids us to defpair : 
Be this thy partial fmile from cenfure free ; 
'T was meant for merit, though it fell on me. 

Since Brunfwick's fmile has authorized my Mufe, 
Chafte be her conduft, and fublime her views. 
Falfc praifes are the whoredoms of the pen. 
Which profBtute fair fame to worthlefs men : 
This profanation of celeflial fire 
Makes fools defpife, what wife men fhould admire* 
Let thofe I praife to diftant times be known. 
Not by their author's merit, but their own. 
If others think the taik is hard, to weed 
From vetk rank flauery'a vivacious feed* 
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:And rooted deep; one means mufl fet them free 
Patron ! and patriot ! let them Ung of thee. 

While vulgar trees ignobler honours wear. 
Nor thofe retain, when winter chills the year; 
The generous Orange, favourite of the fun. 
With vigorous charms can through the feafons ruii{ 
Defies the ftorm with her tenacious green ; 
And flowers and fruits in rival pomp are ieen : 
Where blofToms fall, ftill fairer blofToms fpring ; 
And midft their fweets the feather'd poets fing. 

On Walpole, thus, may pleas*d Britannia view 
At once her ornament and profit too ; 
The fruit of fervice, and the bloom of fame, 
Matur'd, ^nd gilded by the royal beam. 
He, when the nipping blafls of envy rife. 
Its guilt can pity, and its rage defpife ; 
Lets fall no honours, but fecurely great 
Unfadad holds the colour of his fate : 
No winter knows, though rufHing fadHons prefs ; 
By wifdom deeply rooted in fuccefs ; 
One glory flied, a brighter is difplay'd * ; 
And the charm 'd Mufes fhelter in his fhade. 

O how I long, enkindled by the theme. 
In deep eternity to launch thy name ! 
Thy name in view, no rights of verfe I plead. 
But what chafte truth indites, old time fhall read, 

** Behold I a man of ancient faith and blood, 
<• Which, foon, beat high for arts, and public good; 
VoL.LXIL M «Whofc 

* Knight of the Bath, and then 0? l\vt O^Acc. 
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*' Whbfe glory great, but natural appears, 
" The genuine growth of fervic^s and years; 
** No fudden exhalation drawn on high, 
" And fondly gilt by partial majefty : 
" One bearing grcatelt toils with greateft cafe, 
" One born to ferve us, and yet bom to pleafe : 
*' Whom, while our rights in equal fcales he lays, 
" The prince may truft, and yet the people pradfe; 
' *' His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear, 
** His tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere, 
*' His council guides, his temper chears our ifle, 
*' And, fmiling, gives three kingdoms caufe to imile.** 

Joy then to Britain, bleft with fuch a Ton, 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won; 
Who nobly-confcious meets the fmiles of fate. 
True greatnefs lies in daring to be great. 
Let daflard fouls, or affedation, run 
To fhades, nor wear bright honours fairly won; 
Such men prefer, mifled by falfe applaufe. 
The pride of modefty to virtue's caufe. 
Honours, which make the face of virtue fair, 
'Tis great to merit, and 'tis wife to wear ; 
'Tis holding up the prize to public view. 
Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new ; 
Heightens tHe luftre of our age and clime. 
And fheds rich feeds of worth for future tinie. 

Proud chiefs alone, iii fields of flaughter fam'd. 
Of old, this azure bloom of glory claim'd. 
As when ftern Ajax pour'd a purple flood, 
77icf viciet rofe, fair daugVixex o^Vv^VAas^d,. 
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^ow rival wifdoni dares the wreath divide, 
\nd both lifindrvas rife in equal pride ; 
Proclaiming; loud, a monarch fills tie throne, 
Vho fhines illUftrious not in wars alone. 

Let ^me look lovely in Britannia's eyes; 
They coldly court defert, who fame defpife. 
•"or what's ambition, but fair virtue's fail ? 
Vnd what applaufe, but her propitious gale ? 
Vhen fwell'd with that, ihe fleets before the wind 
fo glorious aims, as to the port defign'd ; 
Vhen chain'd, without it, to the labouring par, 
>he toils ! fhe pants ! nor gains the flying fhore, 
i^rom her fublime purfuits, <»- tum'd aiide 
ly blafis of envy, or by fortune's tide : 
i^or one that has fucceeded ten are loll, 
3f equal talents, ere they make the coaft 

Then let renown to worth divine incite, 
A^ith all her beams, but throw thofe beams aright. 
Then merit droops, and genius downward tends, 
^hen godlike glory, like our land, deicends. 
[^uftom the garter long confin'd to few, 
^nd gave to birth, exalted virtue's due : 
^alpole has thrown the proud enclofure down ; 
And high defert embraces fair renown. 
Though rival'd, let the peerage finiling fee 
[Smiling, in juftice to their own degree,) 
FHs proud reward by majeily beftow'd 
Dn worth like that whence firft the peerage flow'd* 
From frowns of fate Britannia's blifs to guard. 
Let fubjc^ merit, and let kings reward, 

. M 2 ^^^^-^ 
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Gods are moft Gods by giving to excel* 
And kings moft like them, by rewarding welL 

Though ftrong thks twanging nerve, and drawn aright: 
Short is the wmged arrow's upward flight ; 
But if an eagle it transfix on high, 
Lodg'd in the wound, it foars into the fky. 

Thus while I fing thee with unequal lays. 
And wound perhaps that worth I mean to psaiTe; 
Yet I •tranfcend myfelf, I rife in fame. 
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme. 

No more : for in this dread fufpenfe of fiite. 
Now kingdoms flufluate, and in dark debate 
Wogh peace -and war, now Europe's eyes are bent 
On mighty Brunfwick, for the great event, 
Brunfwick of kings the terror or defence ! 
Who dares detain thee at a world's expence I 
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AN EPISTLE 

T O 

LORD LANSDOWNE. 

W? HEN Rome, my lord, in her full glory fhone, 
^ ^ And great Augultus rul'd the globe alone. 
While fuppliant Kings in all their pomp and ftate. 
Swarm 'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace gate ; 
Horace did oft' the mighty man detain. 
And fix>th'd his breail with no ignoble ftrain ; 
Now foar'd aloft, now flruck an humbler llring ; 
And taught the Roman genius how to iing. 

Pardon, if I his freedom dare purfue. 
Who know no want of Caefar, finding you ; 
The Mufe's friend is pleas'd the I^uTe ihouldprefs 
Through circling crouds, and labour for accefs. 
That partial to his darling he may prove. 
And fhinxng throngs for her approach remove. 
To all the world induilrious to proclaim 
His love of Arts, and boail the glorious flame. 

Long has the weftern world reclin'd her head, 
Pour'd forth her forrow, and bewail'd her d(e,ad ; 
Fell difcord through her borders fiercely rang'd. 
And ihoQk her nations, and her monarchs chang'd ; 
By land and fea its utmofl rage employ 'd ; 
Nor heaven repaired fo fail as men dellroyM. 

M 4 In 
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In vdn kind fommers plenteous fields beftow^cT, 
In vain ihe vintage liberally flow*d ; 
Alarms from loaden boards all pleafures chac'd^ 
And robb'd the rich Burgiidian grape of taftc ; 
The fmiles of Nature could no bleffing bring. 
The fruitful autumn, or the flowery fpring ; 
Time was diftinguifli'd by the fword and fpear. 
Not by the various afpefts of the year ^ 
The trumpet's found proclaimed a milder iky, . 
And*blood(hed told us when the fun was nigh. 

But now (fo foon is Britain's bleflings fecn. 
When fuch as you are near her glorious Queen I) 
Now peace, though long repuls'd, arrives at laft> 
And bids us imile on all our labours paft ; 
Bkifi every nation ceafe her wonted moan. 
And every Monarch call his crown his own t 
To valoyr gentler virtues now flicceed ; 
No longer is the great man born to bleed ; 
RenoWn'd in councils, brave Argyle fhall tell, 
Wifdom and prowefs in one breaft may dwell : 
Through milder trails he foars to deathlefs fame^ 
And without trembling we refound his name. 

No more the riiing harvel! whets the fword. 
No longer waves uncertain of its lord ; 
Who caft the {ccd, the golden fheaf (hall claim. 
Nor chance of battle change the mailer's name. 
Each ftrcam unftain'd with blood more fmoothly flov 
The brighter fun a fuller day bellows ; 
All nature fcems to wear a chcarful face. 
And thank greaf Anna for returning peace* 
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The patient thus, when on his bed of pain, 
2^0 longer he invokes the gods in vain. 
But rifes to new life ; in every field 
He finds Elyfium, rivers ncdar yield ; 
Nothmg fo cheap and vulgar but can pletfe^ 
And borrow beauties from his tate difeafe. 

Nor is it peace alone, but fiich a peace. 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceafe. 
Death may determine war^ and reft fucceed, 
*Caufe nought liirvives on which our rage may feed | 
In faithful friends we lofe our glorious foes. 
And ilriles of love exalt our fweet repofe. 
Sec graceful Bolingbroke your friend advance. 
Nor mifs his Lanfdowne in the court of France r 
So well received, fo welcome, fo at home, 
(Blefs'd change of fate) in Bourbon*s ftately domcj: 
The monarch pleas'd, defcending from his throne> 
Will not that Anna call him all her own;- 
He claims a part, and looking round to find 
Something might fpeak the fulneis of his mind, 
A diamond fhines, which oft had toueh'd him nearj^ 
Renew'ti his grief, and robb'd him of a tear ; 
Now firft with joy beheld, well plac'd on one» 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fon j 
So dear i» Anna's minifter, fo great 
Your glorious friend in his own private ftate* 

To make our nations longer two, in vain 
Does nature interpofc the raging main : 
The Gallic (hore to diftant Britain grows. 
For Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna flows r 

From 
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From confli^ pafs'd each other's worth we find^ 

And thence in fhidler friendihip now are join'd ; 

Each wound received, now pleads the cauTe of love> 

And former injuries endearj|;nents prove* 

What Briton but muH prize th' illufbious fword* 

That caufe of fear to Churchill could afford ? 

Who fwom to Bourbon's fceptre> but muft frame 

Vaft thoughts of him^ that could brave Tallard tame ) 

Thus generous hatred in affedlion ends> 

And war» which rais'd the foes, compleats the friends. 

A thoufand happy conie^uences flow 

(The dazading profpe^ makes my bofom glow) ; 

Commerce ihall lift her fwelling fails, and roll 

Her wealthy fleets fecure from pole to pole ; 

The Britifh merchant, who with care and pain 

For many moons {tt% only ikies and main ; 

When now in view of his lov'd native ihore. 

The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, 

Caufe to regret his wealth no more fhall find. 

Nor curfe the mercy of the fea and wind ; 

By hardeft fate condenm'd to ferve a foe. 

And give him ftrength to ftrike a deeper blow. 

Sweet Philomela providently flies 

To diflant woods and flreams, for fuch fupplies. 

To feed her young, and make them try the wing. 

And with their tender notes attempt to iing : 

Mean while, the fowler fpreads his fecret fhare. 

And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 

Britannias's bold adventurer of late. 

The foaming ocean plow'd with e^ual fate. 

Goodnefs 
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Goodn^s is gre^efs jn its utmoft height^ 
bid power 9 cmfe, ^f Apt a iriend to qglu : 
To conquer /is, to make ^i^e^^qn ceafp> 
That man may ierye .^e Kifig of kings in peace.. 
Uligion now ihall all he^ n^s diipenfe^ 
^d fhine abroad in per/e6t excellence ; 
Life we may dread fqn^e greater caiie at hand,. 
?o fcoorge a thppgh^eis ^d ungica^&ftilfla^ • 
^ow war is i^eary> ax\d retir'd to reft ^ 
The meagre &mine> andthefpotted.jx^t, 
>eputed in hfir ftead> xnay blaft the day> 
bid fweep the relid^ of the fwoi;d a^ay. 

When peaceful Num?^ ftll'd ,the Rom^ dvonc* 
ovc in the fulnefs cf his glory (tione ; 
V^ife Solomon, a ftranger to the (w^, 
VsLs bom to raife a temple^ tli^e Lord, 
^ime too ihall build, an^ every iacred pile 
peak pe^ce eternal to Britani^'s ifle* 
liofe mighty fools, whom military care 
)iye|ted frpm their only great aifair, 
hall bend tl^ir full united fqrce, to blp($ 
^h' almighty Author of ^thejur bjDe fuccefs. 
knd what is ^ the wodd fub^ued to ^lis I 
^he grave fets bounds to fubli^E^^ry l^ifs ; 
ut there ^re conquers to great Anna knov^> 
kbove the fpl^ndpi^- pf an eartjhly throne ; 
)onquefts ! whqfe tf^umph is too great, wit}^n 
"he fcanty bounds pf matter to begin ; 
^00 glorious to ihine foith, till it has run 
ieyond this darknefs of t^e ftars and fun, 
^d ihall whole a^espaft be ftiU> l^\>ux\>t%\»i. 
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Heroic (hades ! whom war has (wept away. 
Look down> and fmile on this aufpicious day : 
Now boaft your deaths ; to thofe your glory tcU, 
Who or at Agincourt or Creffy fell ; 
Then deep into eternity retire. 
Of greater things than peace or war enquire ;; 
Fully content, and unconcem'd, to know 
What farther pafTes in the world below. 

The braved of mankind fhall now have leave 
To die but once, nor piece-meal feek the grave : 
On gain or pleafure bent, we fhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ftreet 
(Owners of bones difpers'd on Flandria's plaitr. 
Or wafting in the bottom of the main) ; 
To turn us back from joy, in tender fear, 
Lefl it an infult of their woes appear. 
And make us grudge ourfelves that wealth, their blood 
Perhaps preferv'd, who flarve, or beg for food. 
Devotion fhall run pure, and difengage 
From that flrange fate of mixing peace with rage. 
On heaven without a fin we now may call. 
And guiltlefs to our Maker proflrate fall ; 
Be Chriflians while we pray, nor in one breath 
Afk Mercy for ourfelves, for others Death. / 

But O 1 I view with tranfport arts reftor'd. 
Which double ufe to Britain fhall afford ; 
Secure her glory purchased in the field. 
And yet for future peace fweet motives yield : 
While we contemplate on the painted wall, 
Thepreifing Briton, and the flying Gaul, 
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In fach bright images, fuch living grace. 
As leave .great Raphael but the fecond places 
Our cheeks fhall glow, our heaving bofoms rife^ 
-And martial ardors fparkle in our eyes ; 
Aluch we fhall triumph in our battles paft, 
And yet confent thofe battles prove our lail ; 
left, while in arms for brighter fame we ftrivc, 
^e. lofe the means to keep that fame alive. 

In iilent groves the birds delight to fing. 
Or near the margin of a fecret (pring.: 
Now all is cahn, fweet muiic fhall improve. 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurfe of love. 

But what's the warbling voice, the trembling ftring^ 
Or breathing canvafs, when the Mufes fing ? 
The Mufe, my Lord, your care above the reft. 
With rifing joy dilates my partial breaft ; 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar. 
Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught to foar ; 
Rome's dreadful foe, gxeat Hannibal, was dead. 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bled ; 
For Janus fiiut, her To Paans rung. 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil fun^. 

A thoufand various forms the Mufe may wear 
(A thou&nd various forms become the fair ;) 
But fhines in none with more majeflic mien. 
Than when in ftate fhe draws the purple fcene ; 
Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage» 
And mourning beauty melt the crouded ftage ; 
Charms back paft ages, gives to Britain's ufe 
The nobleft virtues time did e'er producer 

Leaves 
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Leaves faxn'd hiftorians' boafted art belutid ; 
They keep the foul alone, and that *s confined. 
Sought out with pains, and but by proxy fptaki: 
The hero's prefence deep iiiiprefflon makes ; 
The fcenes his foul and' body reilnite, 
Furnifh a voice, produce Idm to the fight ; 
Make our contemporary Him that flood 
High in renchvn, perhaps before the flood ; 
Make Neftor to tins age aldvice afford. 
And Hector for our fervice draw his fword. 

More glory to an Author vAizt ctta. bring. 
Whence nobler ferVice to his country fpridg. 
Than from thc^e labours, wluch, in man's def^gMj 
.PofTefs him with a paflion for the r^ht? 
With hdneft magic make the knave iiicHn'd 
To pay devotion to the virtuous mind ; 
Through all her toils and dangers bid him rovt^' 
And with her wants and ariguifh fall iri love ? 

Who hears the godlike Motitezuxha groans 
And does not wifh the glorious pain his owit^? 
Lend but your underftanding, ahd their ASH 
Can domineer at pleafure o^er ybur v^ : 
Nor is the fhorl-liv'd coiiquefl qiiickly paft^; 
Shame, if not choice, will hold th<£ conVert hSL 

How often have I fcen the generous bov^F 
With pleafing force unlock a fecrct foul. 
And Ileal a truth, which every fobdr HoW 
(The profe of life) had kept within h^r poW^r ? 
The grape viflorious often has prevail'd. 
When gold ahd beauty, racks and to'rtufes, fMf*d : 
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et when the fpint's tximuh was allayMi 

ic mourn'd, perhaps; the fendment betray 'd; 

It mourll'd too latle, nor longer could deny, 

nd on her own confeffion charge the ly^. 

Thus they, whom neither xht prevailing love 

F goodnefs here, or mercy from above, 

r fear of future pains, or human laws 

3uld render advocates in virtue's caufe, 

lught by the fceiie have unawares refign'd 

heir wonted difpofition of the mind : 

r flow degrees prevails the pleafing tale, 

3 circling g^afles on our fenfes ileal ; 

ill throughly by the Mufes' banquet warm'd, 

he pafltons toffing, all the foul alarm'd, 

hey turn mere zealots flufh'd with glorious rage^ 

lie in their feats, and fcarce forbear the fta^, 

flifbince to wrongM innocence to bring, 

r turn the poignard on feme tyrant king. 

ow can they cool to villains ? how fubfide 

dregs of vice, from fuch a godlike pride ? 

fpoiling orphans how to-day retuni, 

lio wept laft night to fee Monimia lAoum ? 

1 this gay fchool of virtue, whom Co fit 
o govern, and control the world of wit, 

8 Talbot, Lanfdowne's friend, has Britsun known ? 

im poliih'd Italy has call'd her own ; 

e in the lap of elegance was bred, 

nd trac'd the Mufes to their fountain head : 

It much we hope, he will enjoy at home 

liat 's nearer ancient than the modem Rome« 

Nor 
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Nor fear I mention of the court of France, 
When I the Britifh genius would advance ; 
There too has Shrewfbury improved his tzM; 
Yet ftill we dare invite him to our feaft : 
For Corneille's fake I fhali my thoughts fupprcfi 
Of Oroonoko> and prefume him lefs.: 
What though we wrong him ? Ifabella's woe 
Waters thofe bays that fhall for ever grow. 

Our foesconfefs, nor we the praife refufe. 
The Drama glories in the Britifh Mufe. 
The French .are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of clofe intrigue the lahyrinthian thread; 
Our geBius more affeds the grand, than fine> 
'Our drength can make the great plain action ihine : 
They raife a great curiofity indeed. 
From his dark maze to fee the hero freed ; 
We rouze th' afFedlions, and that hero fhow 
Gafping beneath fome formidable blow : 
They figh ; we weep : the Gallic doubt and care 
We heighten into terror and defpair ; 
Strike home, the llrongeft paffions boldly touch. 
Nor fear our audience fhould be pleas'd too much. 
What 's great in nature we can greatly draw. 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law. 
The fate of Caefar is a talc too plain 
The fickle Gallic tafte to entertain ; 
Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 
The golden arras with gay flowers of love : 
We know Heaven made him a far greater maa 
Than any Caefar, in a hum.an plan. 
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And fuch we draw himr «or arc too refinM, 
To Hand affiedled with what Heaven defign'd* 
Torlaiin attention^ and the heart invade, 
Shakeipeare but wrote the play th' Mrsa^tfrnade. 
Our neighbour's ftage-art too bare-fac'd betrays, 
*Tis great-Comeille at every fcene we praife^ 
On Nature's furer aid Britannia calls. 
None think of Shakefpeare tiU the curtain falls ; 
Then with a figh returns our audience home. 
Prom Venice, Egypt, Perfia, Greece, or Rome, 

France yields not to the glory of our lines. 
But. manly condud of our ftrong defigns ; 
That oft they think more juitiy we muft own. 

Not ancient Greece a truer fenfe has ihown : 

Greece thought but jufUy, they think juflly too ; 

We fometimes err by driving more to do. 

So well are Racine's meaneft perfons taught. 

But change a fentiment, you make a fault ; 

Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame : . 

When we boaft more, we own ourfelves to blame. 
And yet in Shakefpeare fomething ftill I find, 

Fhat makes me lefs efleem all human-kind ; 

le made one nature, and another found, 

k>th in his page with mafter-ftrokes abound : 

lis witches^ fanes, and inchanted iile, 

id OS no longer at our nudes fmile ; 

>f loft hiftorians we almoft complain. 

Tor think it the creation of his brain. 

Vol. LXIL N Who 
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Who lives, when hb Othello 's in a trance f 
With his ^eat Talbot * too he conquer'd France. 

Long we may hope brave Talbot's blood will ran 
In great defcendants, Shakefpeare has bat one ; 
And hin^ my lord, permit me not to name. 
But in kind ftlence fpare his rival's ihame :«— 
Yet I in vain that author would fupprefs. 
What can't be greater, cannot be made lefs : 
Each reader will defeat my fruitlefs aim. 
And to himfelf great Agamemnon name. 

Should Shakefpeare rife unblefs'dwith Talbot's fmilet 
Ev'n Shakefpeare's felf would curfe this barren ifle: 
But if that reigning ftar propitious fhine. 
And kindly mix his gentle rays with thine ; 
Ev'n I. by far the meaneft of your age. 
Shall not repent my pafHon for the ftage. 

Thus did the Will-almighty difallow. 
No human force could pluck the golden bough. 
Which left the tree with eafe at Jove's command,^ 
And fpar'd die labour of the weakeft hand. 

Aufpicious fate ! that gives me leave to write 
To you, the Mufes glory and delight ; 
Who know to read, nor falfe encomiums raifc, 
And mortify an Author with your praife : 
Praife wounds a noble mind, when 'tis not due. 
But cenfure's felf will pleafc, my lord, from you ; 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you deicend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 

What 
• An anccftor of tKc duke of Shrew fbury, who con- 
quered France, drawn b^ S\i^VfcV^w^% "^^^>*ax 
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W^fdkougli the great man fet his cofers wide^ 

That cannot gratify the Poet's pride ; 

Whofe infpiratien, if 'tis truly good> 

Id be(t rewarded, when beft andeHbod. 

The Mttfes iR^te for glory not for gold, 

*Tis fer beneaA their nature to be fold : 

The ig^eaiteft gain is fcom'd, but as it ferves 

To ipeak a fenfe of what the Mufe defenres ; 

The Mufe, which from her Lanfdowne fears no wrong, 

Beft judge, as well ai fubjefl, ef her fong. 

Should this great theme allure me farther flill. 

And I prefume to ufe your padence ill. 

The world would plead my caufe, and none but you 

Will take di%uft at iR4iat I now purfue : 

Since what is mean my Mofe can't raife, I 'H chufe 

A theme that ^s able to exalt my Mufe. 

For who, not void of thought, can Granvifie name. 
Without a fpark of his immortal flame f 
Whether we feck the patriot, or ^ fiiend. 
Let Bdingbrofce, let Anna recommend ; 
Whedier we chufe to love or to admire. 
You melt the tender, and th' ambitious fire. 

Such native graces mthout thought abound. 
And fuch familiar glories (pread around. 
As more in-line the llander-by to rufe 
Eiis value for diimiel^ than yon to prdfis. 
Thus you befriend the moft heroic way^ 
Blefs all, on none an obligatsoa lay ; 
So tum'd by Nature's hand &r all that 's well, 
'Tis fcarce a virtue twhen yon moil excel. 
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Though fwect your prefcnce, graceful is yoornueq* 
You to be happy want not to be feens 
Though priz'd in public^ you can fmile alone» 
Nor court an aj^robation but your own : 
In throngs, not confcious of thofe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix'd, though rcfolutc to .pleafe j 
You, were all blind, would ftill defer ve applaufe; 
The world 's your glory's ,witnef^, not its caufe i 
Thatjics beyond the limits ,of the day. 
Angels behold it, and their God obey. 

You take delight in others excellence ; 
A gift, which Nature rarely , does difpenfe : 
Of all that breathe 'tis you, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas'd to fee yourfelf outdone. 
You wifti not thofe, who ihew your name reijpeft. 
So little worth,, as might excufe negled ; 
Nor are in pain left merit you ihould know ; 
Nor fhun the well-deferver as a foe ; 
A troublefome acquaintance, that will claim 
To be well us'd, .or dye your cheek with fhame. 

You wifli your country's good ; that told fo well 
Your powers are known, th' event I need not telL 
When Neftor fpoke, none aOc'd if he prevailed ; . 
That god of fweet perfuafion never fail'd : 
And fuch great fame bad Heftor's valour wrought 
Who meant he conquer'd, only (aid he fought. 

When you, jny lord, to.fylvan fcenes retreat 
No crouds around for pleafure, or for ftate. 
You are. not caft upon a ftranger land. 
And grander pcnfive o'er ih^ barren Ijtrand^ 
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lor arc you by receivM example tau^t> 
n toys to fliun the difcipHne of thought ; 
lut unconfin'd by bounds of time and place,. 
Touchufe companions from all human race^ 
'onverfe with thofe the deluge fwept away» 
)r thoie whofe midnight is Britannia's day. 

Books not (b much in form, as give confent 
?o thofe ideas your own thoughts prcfent ;. 
''our only gain from turning volumes o*er,, 
s finding caufe to like youifelf the more 2 
n Grecian fages you are only taught 
Vlth more refpecl to value your own thought ^ 
ireat TuUy grew immortal, wliile he drew 
rhofe precepts we behold alive in you : 
Tour life is fo adjufled to their fchools> 
t makes that hiftory they meant for rules. 
\niat joy, what pleaiing tranfport, mull arifc 
Vithin your breaft, and lift you to the ikies, 
Vhen in each learned page that you unfold, 
fou find fome part of your own condudl told t 

So pleas'd, and (6 fdrpris'd, iSneas flood, 
^nd fuch triumphant raptures fir'd his blood,. 
Vhen far from Trojan fhores the hero fpy'd. 
lis llory fhining forth m all its pride ; 
\dmir'd himfelf, and faw his actions fland 
The praife and wonder, of a foreign land. 

He knows not half his being, who ^s confined! 
[aconverfe, and reiledion on mankind : 
ITour foul, which underflands her charter well„ 
WfdaiJD5 imprifonM by thofe Mes to Av*t^ V 
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Kanges Eternity wkhomt the leavtf 

Of deaths nor waits tke pailage of the grave. 

When pains etema]^ and etenai liBh, 
When theib high cares yoar weary d»oghti cKfiufis 
In heavenly numbers yoa your foal Qaben^y 
And for your eaie to deathleis hme ihcfcend. 
Ye kings ! wovkl ye one grtatneii wMlerfland, 
Read Seneca grown rkh in GranviHe's hand *, 

Behold the glories of yoiur Uft coBOfleat ! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great ; 
New moments ihed new pleafores as they fly. 
And yet your greatefl is, that you muft die. ' 

Thus Anna faw, and raised you to the feat 
Of honour, and confefs'd her fervant great ; 
ConfefsM, not made him fuch ; for faithful Fame 
Her trumpet fwell'd long fince with Granrille's name. 
Though you in modefty the title wear. 
Your name fliall be the title of your heir ; 
Farther than ermin make his glory known. 
And caft in (hades the favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high diflin^tioR {pnAfa ; 
The foul's endowments from the King of kings, 
Lo ! one great day calls forth ten mighty peers I 
Produce ten Granville's in five thoufand years ; 
Anna, be thou content to fix the fate 
Of various kingdoms, and contcol the great ; 
But O ! to bid thy Granville brighter fliine ! 

To him that great prerogative refign. 

Who 

• Sec Ids LDfdlhip'i Tra^cd^ Vsi35Al\t^ ** \Xrwu: Love." 
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^^^ the fun's height can raife at pkafore higher^ 

ICs lamp illumine^ fet his flames cm fire. 
Yet (till one blifs^ one glory> I forbear^- 

A darling friend whom near you heart yon wear ; 

That lovely youth, my lord, whom you muft Uaae^ 

That I grow thus famiHar with your namc» 
He 's friendly, open, in his condud nice» 
Nor ferve thefe virtues to atone for vice : 
Vice he has none, or fuch as none wiih lefs. 
But friends indeed, good-nature in exceis. 
You cannot boafl the merit of a choice. 
In making him your own, 'twas nature's vok^' 
Which call'd too loud by man to be withflood, 
Pleading a tye far nearer than of blood j 
Similitude of manners, fuch a mind. 
As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind* 
Such eafe his common converfe recommends. 
As he ne'er felt a pa£ion, but his friend's ; 
Yet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the fun, to bend his courfe *• 

Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair. 
Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 
Salutes each paffing breeze with head reclin'df ■> 
The pliant branches dance in every wind : 
But fix'd the flem her upright ftate maintains. 
And all the fury of the North difdains. 

How are you blefs'd in fuch a matchlefs friend ! 
Alas ! with me the joys of friendfhip end ; 

N4 OHarrifoft!' 

9 Hii Lordflup*t Nephew^ wha took Ordert. 
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Harrifon ! I m«f^ I will complain ; 

Tears footh the foul's difh-efs, though ified in vain ; 
Didft thou return, and blefs thy native Ihore 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more ?— 
Thy taOc vsras early done, and I muft own 
Death kind to thee, but ah ! to thee alone. 
But 'tis in me a vanity to mourn. 
The forrows of the great thy tomb adorn ; 
Strafford and Bolingbroke the lofs perceive. 
They grieve, and make thee envy'd in thy grave* 
With aking heart, and a foreboding mind, 

1 night to day in painful journey join'd. 
When firft informed of his approaching fate ;- 
But reached the partner of my foul too late : 

.* Twas paft, his cheek was cold, that tuneful ton^ae> 
Which liis cKarm'd with its melodious fong. 
Now languiih'd, wanted flrength to fpeak his pain^ 
Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and funk again : 
Each art of life, in which he bore a part. 
Shot like an arrow through my bleeding heart. 
To what ferv'd all his promised wealth and powcr^ 
But more to load that moft unhappy hour ? 

Yet Hill prevail 'd the greatnefs of his mind ; 
That, not in health, or life itfelf confin'd. 
Felt through his mortal pangs Britannia's peace. 
Mounted to joy, and fmil'd in death's embrace. 

His f^irit now juft ready to relign. 
No longer now his own, no longer mine. 
He grafps my hand, his fwimmiug eye-balls roll* 
My hand he grafps, aad ^ux^t^ m m^ foul x 
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hen with a groan— fupport me, O ! beware 
f holding worth, however great, too dear ♦ ! 

Pardon, my lord, the privilege of griefi 
'hat in untimely freedom feeks relief; 
better &te your love I recommend, 
' ! may you nev^r lofe fo dear a friend ! 
lay nothing interrupt your happy hours ; 
njoy the bleffings peace on Europe ihowers : > 
'or yet difdain thofe bleffings to adorn ; 
'o make the Mufe immortal, you was born*. 
Lng; and in lateft time,, when ftory's dark,. 
*his period your furviving fame fhall mark ; 
ave from the gulph of years this glorious age, 
itid thus illuftrate their hiilorian's page. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung,. 
ind Anna Britain fway'd, when Granville fung: 
That noted year Europa iheath'd her fword, 
Vhen this great man was firfl ialuted lord. 

The Author here bewails that moft ingenious g«ntleman> 
Hr. William Harrifon, Fellow of New- College, Oxon, 
fouMO.— [See a more particular account of him m tkt 
* Supplement to Swifu"] 
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[THILST you at Twickenham plan the futuic 

wood* 
tarn the volumes of the wife and good, 
r fenate meets ; at parties, parties bawl, 
i pamphlets fkm the flreets, and load the flaU; 
ruihing tides bring things obfcene to light, 
1 wrecks emerge, and dead dogs fwim in iightj 
I civil torrent foams, ,the tumult rejigns, 
I Codrus' profe works up, and Lico's flrains. 
! what from cellars rife, what raOi/rom bigk» 
ere fpeculation roofled near the fky ; 
ters, Eifays, Sock, Bufkin, Satire, Soqg, 
I all the Garret thunders on the throng 1 
> Pqpe ! I burft ; nor can, nor will, refrain,; 
write ; let otherg, in their turn, complain ; 
ice, truce, ye Vandals ! my tormented ear 
s dreads a pillory than a pamphleteerj 
e heard myfelf to death; and, plagu'd each houji^ 
n't I return the vengeance in my power ? 
who xan write the true abfurd like me ?— 
r pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee ? 
*ope ! if like mine, or.Codrus.*, were thy Ityl^ 
5 blood of vipers had not llain'd thy file ; 
rit'lefs foUd, lefs deipite had bred ; 
;y had not bit, and then they had not 6/ed* 
teisa, public mi^fs, none enjoys, 
, more or lefs, his rival's peace JiG&roj^i 

with* 
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With/ame, in juft proportion, e/tiy grows; 
The man that makes a charaj6ler> makes foes : 
Slight, peevifh infeds round a genius rife. 
As a bright day awakes the worid of ffies; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To (hew they live) they fliMier, and they ffing: 
But as by depredatioRs wafps proclaim 
The Mtefk j^uit, fo thefe the faireft fiuae. 

Shall we not cenfore all the motley train. 
Whether with ale irriguons, or champain ? 
Whether they tread the vak of profe, or climb. 
And whet dtcir appetites on diffs of riiymc ; 
The college floven, or embroiderM fpark ; 
The purple prelate, or tihe pariih clerfc; 
The quiet 'Qndnunc, or demanding prig ; 
The plaintiiF Tory, or defendant Whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, Temale, young, old, gay, or fid; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad ; 
Profoundly duM, or fliallowly polite ; 
Men that read well, or men that only write ; 
Whether peers, porters, taylors, tune the reeds, 
And meafuring words to meafsring fhapes fucceeds; 
For bankrupts write, when ruin'd Ihops are (hut. 
As maggots crawl from otft a perifh*d nut. 
His hammer this, and that his trowel quits. 
And, wanting. fcnfe for tradefmen, ferve for wits. 
By thriving men fubfifts each other trade ; 
Of every i^roken craft a writer 's made : 
Thus his material. Paper, takes its birtfi 
From tatter'drags of all the ftoff on eHrth. 
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Hail, fruitful iJU ! to thee alone belong 

illions of wits, and brokers in old fong ; 

hee well a land of liberty we name, 

liere all are free to fcandal and to (hame ; 

by fons, by print, may fet their hearts at cafe, 

ad be nianldnd's contempt, whene'er they plcafe^ 

Jce trodden fildi, the«r vile and abje6^ fenfe 

unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence : 

[lis heavy profe our injured reafon tires ; 

lieir verfe immortal kindles loofe defires \ 

ur age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 

ur fport and pity, puni&ment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors on, 

bus to undo, and thus to be^mdone 1 

(le loies his eftate, and down he fits, 

3 {hew (in vain ! ) he ftill retains his wits \ 

aether marries, and hi£ dear proves keen ; 

e writes as an Hypnotic for the fpleen : 

)me write, confin'd by phyiic ; fome, by debt \ 

»me, for 'tis Sunday; fome^ fome becaufe 'tis wet \ 

hrough private pique fome do the public right, 

nd love their king and country out of fpight : 

nother writes becaufe his father writ> 

nd proves Hmfelf a baftard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 

either : why write then? He wants twenty pound: 

is belly, not his brains, this impufe give ; 

!e '11 grow immortal; for he cannot live : 

le rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, 

/1th no provifion made, but of hia theme; 

^ Perhaps 
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Perhaps a tith has his fancy fmity 

Or a qaaint motto^ which he thinks has wit : 

He writes, in inipiration puts his truft. 

Though wrong his thoughts, the^W/ will make themjaft; 

Genius dire^y from the^^^ defeends. 

And who by labour would diilrufl l^Jriinds f 

Thus having reafon'd with confummate fldll* 

In immortality he dips his qoill : 

And> (ince blank paper is deny'd the prefs> 

He mingles the whole alphabet by gaefs : 

In various iets, which various words compofe^ 

Of which, he<hope% mankind the meaning knows. 

So founds fpontaneous from the Sibyl broke. 
Dark to herfelf the wonders which fhe Qnike ; 
The prieib found put the meanings if theyxould.; 
And nations. ftar'd at what none underftood. 

Clodio dreis'd, danc'd, drank, vifited, (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal foul !) 
Oft have I faid, «* Awake ! exift ! and drive 
♦' For birth ! nor think to loiter is to live I** 
As oft I overheard the daman fay. 
Who daily, met the loiterer in his way, 
*' I Ml meet thee,.youth, at White's:" the youth rcplicf. 
«' I '11 meet thee there," and falls his facrifice; 
His fortune fquander'd, leaves his virtue bare 
To every bribe, and blind to every fnare : 
Clodio for bread his indolence mud quit. 
Or tui n a foldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we I all, but life, they ftake^ 
How muil Spain tremble, and the^ German ihaket 
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Such writers have we ! all, but fenfe, they print ; 

Ev'n George's praife is dated from the Mint. 

In arms contemptible, in arts prophane» 

^uch fwords, iuch pens, difgrace a monarch's reign. 

Reform your lives before you thus afpire. 

And fteal (foryou canftuil) coeleftial fire* 

! the juft contrail ! O ! the beauteous firife ! 
*Twixt their cool writings, znAfindaric life : 

They write with phelgm, but then they live with fire ; 
They cheat the lender, and their ^orks the buyer. 

1 reverence misfortune, not deride ; 
I pity poverty, but laugh at pride.: 

For who fo fad, but muft fome mirth confeft 
At gay Caftruchi6*s mifcellaneous drefs ? 
Though there 's but one of the dull works he wrote. 
There 's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

Thcfe, nature's .commoners, who want a home, 
Claim the wide world for their majeftic dome ; 
They make.a private ftudy of the ftrcet.; 
And» looking full on every man they meet, 
Run foufe againii: his chaps ; who ftands amazM 
To find they did not fee, but only gaz'd. 
Jfow mull thefe bards be rapt into the ikies ? 
You need not rf«^, yoM feel their ecilafies. 

Will they periiil ? 'Tis madnefs ; Lintot, run. 
See thea confin'd — '* O, that 's already done." 
Moil, as by leafes, by the works they print. 
Have took, for life, poiTeflion of the Mmt. 
If you miilake, and pity thefe poor men, 
Efi uluhriSf they cry, and write agaim 
■ Vol, LXir. O Such 
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Such wits their nuifance manfully expofe. 
And then pronounce jufl judges learning's foes ; 
O frail concluiion ; the reverfe is true ; 
If foes to learning, they 'd be friends to you : 
Treat them, ye judges ! with an honeft fcom. 
And weed the cockle from the generous com : 
There *s true good-nature in your difrefped ; 
In juflice to the good, the bad negled : 
For immortality, if hardfhips plead. 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O ! what wifdom can convince a fool. 
But that 'tis dulnefs to conceive him dull ? 
'Tis fad experience takes the cenfor's part. 
Conviction, not from reafon, but from fmart. 

A virgin-author, recent from the prefs. 
The iheets yet wet, applauds his great fuccefs ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in his head : 
'Tis joy too great ; a fever of delight I 
His heart bears thick, nor clofe his eyes all night : 
But, rifing the next morn to clafp his fame. 
He finds that without fleeping he could dream : 
So fparks, they fay, take goddefTes to bed. 
And find next day the devil in their (lead. 

In vain advertifements the town o'erfpread ; 
They 're epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 
Who prefs for fame, but fmall recruits will raife ; 
'Tis 'voluntiers alone can give the bays. 
A famous author vifits a great man. 
Of his immortal work difplays the plan. 

And 
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And &ys, '' Sir> I 'm your friend ; all fears difndfs ; 

** Your glory, and my own, fhall live by this ; 

*' Your power is fixt, your fame through time conveyed* 

" And Britain Europe's Queen— if I am paid," 

A Statefman has his anfwer in a trice ; 

*' Sir, fuch a |»enius is beyond all price ; 

" What man can pay for this ?"-^Away he turns ; 

His work is folded, and his bofom bums : 

His patron he will patronize no more ; 

But rufhes like a tempeft out of door. 

Lofl is the patriot, and extinct his name ! 

Out comes the piece, another, and the fame ; . 

For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 

And turns the tide of Europe on the foe : 

He rams his quill with fcandal and with feoff; 

But 'tis fo very foul, it won't go off: 

Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar ; 

But, when once publiih'd, they are heard no more. 

Thus diflant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw. 

The block 's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 

Can thofe oblige, whoie heads and hearts are fuch f 
No 5 every party 's tainted by their touch. 
Infedled perfons fly each public place ; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace : 
To the foul fiend their every paflion 's fold : 
They love, and hate, extempore, for gold : 
What image of their fury can wc form ? 
Dulnefs and rage, a puddle in a florm. 
Reil they in peace ? If you are plcas'd to buy. 
To fwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they &y ; 

O 2 Write 
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Write they with rage ? The tempeft quickly flags; 
A ftatc-Ulyffcs tames them with his bags ; 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Jew : 
Jor Chriton minifters of flate are few. 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head. 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead; 
^Vhich far and near ejaculate, and fpout 
O'er tea and coSet, poiibn to the tout : 
But when they have befpatter-d aH they may, 
The ftatefman throws his filthy /quirts awayl 

With golJen forceps, thefe, another takes. 
And ftatc elixir* of the vipers makes. 

The richefl ftatefman wants wherewith to fi^ 
A fervile fcycophant, if well they weigh 
.How much it cofts the wretch to be fo bafe ; 
Nor can the greatefi powers enough difgrace^ 
Enough cbafii/ey fuch proftitute applaufe, 
if well they weigh how much it ftains their caufc. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong- ? 
Does virtue ne'er feduce the venal tongue ? 
Yes ; if well brib'd, for virtue's felf they fight ; 
Still in the wrong, though champions for the right:: 
Whoe'er their crimes for intereft only quit. 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 

Nought but inconftancy Britannia meets. 
And broken faith in their abandoned iheets ; 
Erom the fame hand how various is the page ! 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage ! 
Trafts battle trafts, felf-contradidions glare j 
Say, is this lunacy ?— I wiih it were. 

If 
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If Aich our writers, fbutled at the fight. 
Felons may bleis their ilars they cannot write t 

How jnitly Proteus' tranfmigrations fit 
The monftrous changes of a modern wit 1 
Now fuch a gentle /r^^u» of eloquence 
As {bldom rifes to the verge of fenfe ; 
Now, by mad rage, transform'd into a flame^ 
Which yet fit engines, well apply 'd», can tame ^ 
Now»- on immodeft tralh, the Jhxiint oh/cent 
Invites the town to fup at Drury-lane 5 
A dreadful lionr now he roars at power. 
Which fends him to his brothers at the Tower ;. 
He 's now a firpeutt and his double tongue 
Salutes,, nay licks, the feet of thofc he ftung ; 
What knot can bind him, his evailon fiich ? 
One knot he well defervetfy which might do much. 

The flood, flame, (wine, the lion, and the fnake, 
Thofe fivefold monfters, modem authors make : 
The Snake reigns moft ; Snakes, Pliny fays, are bred^ 
When the brain 's perifh'd in a human head. 
Ye groveling, trodden, whipt, ftript, turncoat things. 
Made up of venom> volumes, ftains, and flings ! 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge, like you, cur ft 
To fcribble in the d\ift, was Snake the firft. 

What if the fgure ftiould in fa^ prove true ? 
It did in Elkenah •, why not in you ? 
Poor Elkenah, all other changes paft. 
For bread in Smithficld dragons hilt at laft. 
Spit ftreams of fire to make the butchers gape> 
And found his manners fuited to his fliape ; 

O 3 Such 

• Settle, the city pott. 
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Sach is the fate of talents mifapply'd ; 
So liv'd your Prototype j and fo he dy'd* 

Th' abandon*d manners of our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 
But in their fate, their habit, and their mien. 
That gods there are is eminently ieen : 
Heaven ilands abfolv'd by vengeance on their peni 
And marks the murderers of fame from men : 
Through meagre jaws they draw their venal breathy 
As gaiily as their brothers in Macbeth : 
Their feet through faithlefs leather meet the dirt> 
And oftener chang'd their principles than fhirt» 
The tranfient vcftments of theie frugal men, 
Haftens to paper for our mirth agan : 
Too foon (O merry -melancholy fate ! ) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate : 
The man lampoon'd forgets it at the fight ; 
1 he friend through pity gives, the foe through fpitc ; 
And, though full confcious of his injur 'd purfe, 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can wifh them worfe. 
So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent , probity and fenfe. 

From ihe/e^ their politics our Quidnuncs feek. 
And Saturday 's the learning of the week : 
The/e labouring wits, like paviors, mend our ways. 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat cfTays ; 
Ram their coarfe nonfenfe down, though ne'er fo dull $ 
And hem at every thump upon your fcull : 
The/e ftaunch-bred writing hounds begin the/::ry. 
And honefl folly echoes to the lye. 

Ohow 
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[iow I laugh, when I a blockhead fee, 

anking a villain for his probity ! 

10 fbretches out a moft refpedful ear, 

th fnares for woodcocks in his holy leer : 

tickles through my foul to hear the cock^i 

cere encomium on his friend they0;ir, 

\e patron of his liberties and rights i 

liile gracelefs Reynard Uftens^ — ^till he bites. 

As, when the trumpet founds, th' overloaded Hate 

fcharges all her poor and profligate ; 

imes of all kinds difhonour'd weapons wieM> 

id pri/ons pour their filth into the field i 

Lus nature's refufe, and the dregs of men» 

mpofe the black militia of the pen* 
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FROM OXFORD. 

ALL write at London ; fliall the rage abate 
^^ Here, where it moft Ihould fliine, the Mufes'^tf^^ 
Where, morul, or imortal, as they pleafc. 
The leam'd may chufc eternity or cafe ? 
Has not a • Royal Patron wifely Ih-ove 
To woo the Mufe in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new firings to her harmonious fhell. 
And given new tongues to thofe who fpoke fo well ? 
Let thefe inftruft, with truth's illuftrious ray. 
Awake the world, and fcare our owls away. 

Mean while, O friend ! indulge nie>. if I give 
Some needful precepts how to n.write, and li<ve \ 
Serious fhould be an author's final views ; 
Who write for pure amufement, ne'er amufe* 

An Author ! 'Tis a venerable name ! 
How few deferve it, and what numbers claim I 
Unbleft with fenfe above their peers refin'd. 
Who (hall ftand up, diSiators to mankind ? 
Nay, who dare Jhincy if not in <virtue*s caufe. 
That fole proprietor of juft applaufe ? 

Ye refllcfs men, who pant for letter'd praife. 
With whom would you confult to gain the bays ?— 
With thofe great authors whofe fam'd works you read^! 
*Tis well : go, then, confult the laurel'd (hade, 

• What 

• King George I, 
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^hat anfv^er will the laurel'd (hade return ? 
Uear it, and tremble ! he commands you bum 
"i'lie nobleft works his envy *d genius writ, 
'^hat boaft of nought more excellent than wif. 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth moft dread, 
^oe to the page which has not that to plead ! 
f^ontaine and Chaucer, dying, wifh'd unwrote 
l^he fprightlieft efforts of their wanton thought : - 
Sidney and Waller, brighteft fons of fame, 
Condemn the charm of ages to the flame : 
And in one point is all true wifdom caft, 
To think that early we muj} think at laft. 

Immortal wits, ^-^^^deady break nature's laws» • 
Injurious ilill to virtue's facred canfe ; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Reversed ambition !^ pant to \>t forget. 

Thus ends your courtcdyiw/f ; does lucre then^^ 
The facred thirft oi^old, betray your pen ? 
In profe 'tis blameable, in verfe 'tis worfe. 
Provokes the Mufe, extorts Apollo's curfe ; 
His facred influence never fhould be fold ; 
'Tis zxrzxit Jtmonj to fing for gold : 
Tis immortality (honld fire your mind ; 
Scorn a lefs paymafter than all mankind. 

If bribes ye feck, know this, ye writing tribe!' 
Who writes for virtue has the largeit bribe : 
All 's on the party of the virtuous man j 
The good will furely ferve him, if they can ; 
The bad, when interefl or ambition guide. 
And 'tis at once their inter eft and their fride: 

But 
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But fhould both fail to take him to their care. 
He boafts a greater friend* and both may (pare» 

Letters to man uncommon light difpatTe ; 
And what is virtue, but/uperior fenfe ) 
In parts and learning ye who place your pride* 
Tour faults are crimes* your crimes are double-dy 
What is a fcandal of the firft renown. 
But letter'd knaves* and atheifis in a gown \ 

'Tis harder far to pleafe than give offence ; 
The lead mifcondu^l damns the brighteft fenfe s 
Each ihallow pate* that cannot read your name* 
Can read your life* and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreflions deep 
On thofe that o'er a page of Milton deep : 
Nor in their dulnefs think to fave your ihame* 
True* thefe are fools ; but wife men fay the fam< 

Wits are a defpicable race of men* 
If they confine their talents to the pen ; 
When the man (hocks us, while the writer fhin< 
Our fcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence fome difpe! 
And play the fool, becaufe they 're men of fen 
What inflances bleed recent in each thought* 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought ! 
Againft their wills what numbers ruin fhun* 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ? 
Nature has (hewn, by making it fo rare. 
That oy/V 's a jewel which we need not weai 
Of plain ioMxA fenfe life's current coin is ma> 
With that we drive the moil fubllantial trad 
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tfudence protedls and guides us wit betrays ; 

fplendid fource of ill ten thoufand ways ; 

certain fnare to miferies immenfe ; 

gay prerogative from common fenfe ; 
nlefs ftrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
nd break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the beft, 
ink fills your head, and genius fires your bread;, 
et ftill forbear: your wit (confider well) 
Is great to fhew, but greater to conceal ; 
s it is great to feize the golden prize 
f place or power ; but greater to defpife. 
If fHll you languifn for an author's name, 
bink private merit lefs than pijblic fame, 
nd fancy not to write is not to live ; 
eferve, and take, the great prerogative^ 
it ponder what it is ; how dear 't will coll, 
o write one page which you may juftly boaft* 

Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prcfsj 
^ho write, an awful charafter profefs ; 
he world as pupil of their wifdom claim, 
nd for their Itipend an immortal fame : 
othing but what is folid or refin'd, 
hould dare afk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 
eep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 
\o writer, fam'd in your own way, pafs o'er ; 
luch truft example, but reflexion more : 
lore had the antients writ, they more had taught ; 
fhioh Ihcws fome work is left for modern thought. 

This 
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This wcigh'd perfeftion know ; and, know 
Toil, burn for that ; but do not aim at more ; 
Above, beneath it, the juft limits fix ; 
And zealoufly prefer four lines to fix. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again>. 
And for its /wt/hte/s ne*er applaud your pen. * 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praife. 
Slow runs the Pegafus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay. 
Is juft and wife ; for le/s is thrown away- 
Time only can mature the labouring brain ; 
Time is the father, and the midwife pain : 
The fame good fenfe that makes a man excel. 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well 
Downright impoflibilities they feek ; 
What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excufe no fault ; though beautiful, 't will harm ; 
One fault fhocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands corrcftnefs ; Addiibn 
And ^01/ this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The luhole is mortal, if a part *s unfound. 

He x!ti2i\. ftrikes out, and ftrikcs not out the hefl. 
Pours luftre in, and dignifies the reft : 
Give e'er fo little, if what 's right be there. 
We praife for what you burn, and what you J^are ; 
The part you burn, fmells fweet before the fhrinc^ 
And is as incenfe to the part divine. 

"Hot frequent write, though you can do it well j 
Men may too oft, though npt too much, excel, 

A few 
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^ few good works gain feme ; more fink their price ; 
-Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice^: 
T'hey granted yon writ well, what can they mor^, 
XJnlefs you let them praife for giving o'er ? 

Do boldly what you do ; and let your page 
Smile, ifitfmiles, and if it rages, rage. 
So faintly Lucius cenfures and commends, 
That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 

Let/atire lefs engage you than applaufe ; 
Jt fhews a generous mind to wink at flaws ; 
. Is genius yours ? Be yours a glorious end. 
Be your hinges, country* s, truth^s, religion* s friend.; 
The public glory by your own beget ; 
. Run nations, run pofterity, in debt. 
And fince the fam'd alone make others live, 
J^irft have that glory you prefume to give. 

If fatire charms, flrike faults, but fpare the man; • 
'Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high ; 
Round your own fame the fatal fplinters fly. 
As the foft plume gives fwiftnefs to the dart. 
Good-breeding fends the fatire to the heart. 

Painters and furgeons may the ftruBun fcan ; 
. Genius and morals be with you the man : 
Defaults in thofe alone ihould give offence I 
Who ftrikes the per/on^ pleads his innocence. 
.My narrow-minded fatire can't extend 
To Codrus' form.; I 'm not fo much his friend : 
Himfelf fhould publiih that (the world agree) 
Before his works> or in the pillory. 

Let 
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Let him be black> fatr> tall, flioit» thin, or &t» 
Dirty or clean, J find no theme in that. 
Is that caird humour /* It has thb pretence, 
*Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenfc. 
Unlefs you boait the genius of a Swift, 
Beware o( humour, the dull rogue's lajl Jhift. 

Can others write like you ? Your tafk give o'er, 
*Tis printing what was publiih'd long before. 
If nought peculiar through jour labours run. 
They *re duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think clofe, read nature, turn 
Mens manners o'er, and half your volumes bum; 
To nurfe with quick reflexion be your fhife. 
Thoughts bom from prefent obje^s, warm from lift; 
When mod unfought, fuch infpirations rife. 
Slighted by fools, and cherilh'dl)/ the wife : 
ExpeA peculiar fame from thefe alone ; 
Tiiefe make an author, thefe are all your own. 

Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o'er ; 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threefcore. 
True, all men think of courfe, as all men dream ; 
And if they flightly think, 'tis much the fame. 

Letters admit not of a half-renown ; 
They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 
No work e'er gained true fame, or ever can. 
But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty xht/ubje£l, cogent the di/cour/e. 
Clear be ihtjiyle, the v try found of force ; 
Eafy the conduct, fimple the dejign^ 
Striking die moraU and the foul divine : 

Let 
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^et nature art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 

0*er learning reafon reign ; o'er that, your Creed : 

T'Lus 'virtue's feeds y at once, and laurel* s, grow; 

t>o thus, and rife a Pope, or a Defpreau : 
And when your genius exquifitely fhines, 
Live up to the full luflre of your lines : 
l^arts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit ; 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit ; 
And they plead Lucifer's detefted caufe. 
Who for bare talents challenge our applaufe« 
Would you reftore juft honours to the pen ? 
From able writers rife to worthy men. 

*' Who 's this with nonfenfe,nonfenfe would reilram ? 
«* Who 's this (they cry) fo vainly fchools the vain I 
'" Who damns our tra(h, with fo much trafh replete ? 
•• As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meat V* 
Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt. 

And challenge all mankind to £nd one fault } 

With huge examens overwhelm my page. 

And darken reafon with dogmatic rage ? 

As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme. 

In profe a duller could excufe the crime ? 

Sure, next to writing, the molt idle thing 

Is gravely to harangue on what we iing. 
At that tribunal (lands the writing tribe. 

Which nothing can intimidate or bribe. 

Time is the judge ; Time h^s nor friend nor foe ; 

Falfc fame muft wither, and the true will grow. 

Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy ; 

For if I fall« by my 9*wn pen I die ; 

WKIc 
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While fnarlers ftrive with prond but fruitkis paiD* 
To ijoound immortals f or Xojlay tbejlain. 

Sore preft with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets level'dat my head. 
Thus have I fbrg'd a buckler in my brain. 
Of recent form, to ferve me this campaign ; 
And fafely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and fleep behind my flueld; 
Unlcfs dire Codnis roufes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me— ^or a day. 

As turns a flock of geefe, and, on the green, 
. Poke out their fooliih necks in aukward fpleen, 
; (Ridiculous in ragic !) to bi/s, not hite^ 
: So war. their quills, when^w of dulnefi write. 
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T O 

THE RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 

BY MR. DODDINGTON. 

AFTERWARDS LORD MeLCOMBE- 

<t — Quae ccnfet Amiculus, ut ii 

<« Cxcus iter monftrare velit— ** HoJt. 

HpHOUGH ftrength of genius, by experience taught^ 
^ Gives thee to fottnd the depths of human thought. 
To trace the various workings of the mind. 
And rule the fecret fprings, that rule mankind ; 
(Rare gift !) yet, Walpole, wilt thou condcfcend 
To liften, if thy unexperienc'd friend 
Can aught of ufe impart, though void of fkill. 
And win attention by fincere good-will ; 
For friendfhip, fgrnetimes, want of parts {iipplies. 
The heart may furnifh what the head denies. 

As when the rapid Rhone, o'er fwelling tides. 
To grace old Ocean's court, in triumph rides. 
Though rich his fource, he drains a thoufand (prihgSi^ 
Nor fcoms the tribute each finall rivulet brings. 

So thou (halt, hence, abforb each feeble ray. 
Each dawn of meaning, in thy brighter day ; 
Shalt like, or, where thou canfl: not like, excufe. 
Since no mean intereft (hall prophane the Mufc, 

Vol. LXIL P No 
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No malice, wrapt in truth's difguife, offend. 
Nor flatteiy taint the freedoni of the fiiend. 

When firft a generous mind furveys the great. 
And views the crowds thit oii their fortune wait ; 
Pleas'd with the (how (though little onderftood) 
He oniy feeks the power, to do the good ; 
Thinks, till hfe tries, 'tisgbdlike to difik>fe. 
And gratitude ftill fprings, where bounty fows ; 
That every grittt ftrttert affedioh wins. 
And where our wants have end, our love begins : 
But thofe who long the paths of ftate have trod, 
Learn from the clamours of the murmuring crowd. 
Which crimlm'd, yet craving itill,. their gates bfiie^ 
^^Tis eafier far fib give, than to oblige. 

This of thy conduft feems the idteft piirt. 
The chifef pcrfe6Hon of the ftatfefinaxi's art^ 
To give to fair aiTent a fairer face. 
Or foften a fefufal into grace : 
But few. there are that can be truly kind. 
Or know to Bx their favours oh the mind; 
Hence, fome, whene'er they would obligie, ofiehi 
And while they make the fortune, lofe the friend ^ 
Still give, unthank'd; ftill fquander, not beftow; 
For great men want not, what to give, but how. 

The race of of men th^t follow cotirts, *tis tiiw. 
Think all they get, and more than ill, their due; 
Still afk, but ne'er confult their own deferts. 
And meafure by their intereft, not their parts : 
Prom this miftake fo many men we fee, 
JBut in tecome the thing they wiih'd to be; 

Hen( 
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[ence difcontent^ ttkd Frefli demands ftiife» 
lore power, more favour in the great man't ejros ; 
111 feet a want, though none the caufe fuf^efts, 
iut hate their patron, for their own defe^ ; 
uch«none can pleafe, but who reforms their hearts, 
Lnd, when he gives them places, gives them parts. 

As theic overprize thdr worth, fo fure the great 
ilay fell their favour at too d«ar a rate ; 
V^hen merit pines, while damour is preferr'd, 
Lnd long attachment waits among" the herd ; 
^hen no diitindiiiMi, where diftmdHon 's due, 
/larks -from the many the fapciior few ; 
Vhen fbong cahal confbain6 them to be jaK, 
^d makes them ^ve at laft— becaufe they mult; 
V^at hopes that men ef real worth Ihoidd priee, 
^hat neidber Mefidfhip gives, nor merit buys ? 

The man w^ jaMy o'er die whole prefides, 
lis well-weigh'd choice with wife afl^tion guides; 
Lbows when to ftop with grace, and when advance, 
^or g^ves through impoitunity or chance^ 
Sut thinks how Mide gramude is ow'd, 
Vhen favours ai^ extorted, not beftow'd. 

When, fefe on fhore ouxfelves, we fee the crowi 
Surround the gi>eat, importunate, and loud; 
Through fuch a tumult, 'tis no «afy talk 
fo drive the mom of reial worth to •ait : 
surrounded thus, and giddy ip^di the (how, 
Tis hard for ^reisit men, righdy to befiew ; 
'rom hence fo Ifew aere ikiU'd, in 'either cafe, 
fo aik with 'dignity, or giv^e with grace. 

1 2 SotnftdtRR-v 
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Sometimes tke great, fedac*d by love of part», 
Confult our genius, and negled our hearts ; 
Pleas'd with the glittenng fparks that genins ffiags, 
They lift us, towering on their eagle's wings. 
Mack i>at the flights by which themfelves begim> 
And jteach our dazzled. eyes to bear the fun; 
Till we forget the hand that made us grea^ 
And grow to envy^ not to emulate : 
To emulate, a generous warmth implies^ 
To reach the orirtues^ that make great men rifej 
£ut envy wears a mean malignaqt hce. 
And aims not at their virtues— but their place. 

Such to oblige, how vain, is the pretence ! 
When every favour is a freih oiFence, 
By which fuperior power is fUll imply'd. 
And, while it helps their fortune, hurts their pride. 
Slight is the hate, negledl or hardfhips breed ; 
But.thofe who hate from envy, hate indeed. 

'^ Since fo perplex'd the choice, whom fhall we tmft?'' 
Methinks I .hear thee cry — ^The brave and juft ; 
The man by no mean fears or hopes controPd, 
Who ferves thee from aflFedlicm, not for gold. 

We love the honeft, and efteem the brave, 
Defpife the coxcomb, but deteft the knave ; 
No fhew of parts the truly wife feduce. 
To think that knaves can be of real ufe. 

The man, who contradids the public voice> 
And drives to dignify a worthlefs choice. 
Attempts a taik that on that choice reiieds, 
^^d lends us light to point out new defeats. 

• One 
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One worthlefs man, that gains what he pretendsj 
Difgafts a thoufand unpretending friends : 
And fince no art can make a counterpafs^ 
Or add the weight of gold to mimic brafs. 
When princes to bad ore their image join> 
They mord debafe the ilamp, than raife the coip. 

Be- thine the care, true merit to reward. 
And g^ the good — nor will that tafk be hard j 
Souls form'd alike fo quick by nature blend. 
An honeH man is more than half thy friend. 

Him, no mean views, or hafte to rife, ihall fway> 
Thy choice to fully, or thy truft betray : 
Ambition, here,- (hall at due diihince Hand $ 
Nor is wit dangerous in an honefl hand : 
Befides, if failings at the bottom lie. 
We view thofe failings with a lover's eye ; 
Though fmall his genius, let him do his beft> 
Our wilhes and belief fupply the reft. 

Let others barter fervile faith for gold. 
His friendihip is not to be bought or fold : 
Fierce oppofition he, unmov'd, fliall face, 
Modeft ill fevour, daring in difgrace. 
To (hare thy adverfe fate alone, pretend ; 
In power, a fervant 5 out of power, a friend. 
Here pour -thy favours in an ample flood. 
Indulge thy boundlefs thirft of doing good : 
Nor think that good to him alone coniin'd ; 
Such to oblige, is to oblige mankind. 

"If* thus thy mighty mailer's ileps thou trace. 
The brave to cheriih, and the good to grace ; 

P 3 Long 
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Long ihalt thou ftand from rage and fafkion free» 

And teach 06 long to love the king, tkroogk thee; 

Or fall a vi£tim dangerous to the foe. 

And make him tremble when he ftrikes the blow ; 

Wlule honour, gradtude, affection jom 

To deck thy do&f and brighten thy decline ; 

(Illuftrious doom !) the great* when thus difphc'd. 

With friendihip guarded, and widi virtue grac'd» 

In aweful ruin, like Rome's ienate, BJip 

The prey and worihip of the wondering GauL 

No dottb^ to genius ibme reward is due, 
(Excluding that, were fatirudng you;) 
But yet, believe thy undefigning friend. 
When truth and genius for thy choice contend. 
Though both have weight when in the balance caft. 
Let probity be firft, and parts the laft» 

On thcfe foundfitions if thou dar'ft be great> 
And check the growth of folly and deceit ; 
When party rage ihall droop through length of days. 
And calumny be ripen 'd into praife. 
Then future times ihall to thy worth allow 
That fame, which envy would call flattery now. 

Thus far my zeal, though for the talk unfit. 
Has pointed out the rocks where others fplit ; 
By that infpir'd, though ftranger to the Nine, 
And negligent of any fame-r-but jthme, 
1 take the friendly, but fuperfluous part ; 
You a^ from nature what 1 teach from art* 



't'HE OJ,0 MAN?§ RELAPSE- 
V E . R S E S 

OCCASIONED BV THE FOREGOING EPISTLBi.- 
«« -- Sopitos fufcitat ignet.** Virg. 

L 

P R O M man^s too cuiious iand inipaticot iigixt»r 
^ Th^ future, heaven involves in thickeA night. 
Credit grey hairs : thpugb freiedom much w<? l^oa^l> 
Some lead perfonn> what they i^Xi^rsij^xfioi. . 
What fudden changes our refoLves 4)etr^y i 
To-morrow is a fatM:e on to-day. 
And (hews its v/eakneTs. Whom A^U men )b.eUeve,M 
When conib^y tL^n^v.e?, theoifelves .d^jcejiyjC. 

II. 

Long had I bid my once4ov?d Mufe adieu ; 
You warm old age ; my paifion boms anew. 
How fweet your verTe I how great your force of mind I 
What power of words I what Mil in dark mankind I 
Polite the conduct ; generous the defign ; 
And beauty files, and ih-ength {iiAains, jeach Une* 
Thus Mars ajud Venus are, om(;e ignore, befet ; 
Your wit has ca^v^t thgn in its gc^ci^n ijiet* 

? A III. Cut 
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III. 
^ut wkat ihikes home with moft exalted grace 
Is, haughty genius taught to know its place ; 
And, where worth ihine8> its humbled crcft to bend» 
With zeal devoted to that godlike end. 
When we difcem fo rich a vein of fenfe. 
Through the fmooth flow of pureft eloquence ; 
'Tis like the limpid ftreams of Tagus roU'd 
O'er boundlefs wealth, o*er fhining beds of gold. 

IV. 
But whence fo fxnifh'd, fo reiin'd a piece ? 
The tongue denies it to old Rome and Greece ; 
The Genius bids the modems doubt their claim. 
And (lowly take pofleffion of the fame. 
But I nor know, nor care by whom 'twas writ. 
Enough for me that 'tis from human wit. 
That fooths my pride : all glory in the pen 
Which has done honour to the race of men. 

V. 
But thjs have others done ; a like applauie 
An ancient and a * modem Horace draws. 
But they to glory by degrees arofe. 
Meridian luflre you, at once difclofe. 
' Tis continence of mind, unknown before. 
To write fo well, and yet to write no more. 
More bright renown can human nature claim> 
Than to deferve, and fly immortal fame ? 

VI. Next 
L * Boilcau» 
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VI. 

Next to the godlike praife of writing well, 
h on that praife with juft delight to dwell. 
0, for fome God my drooping foul to raife t ^ 

That I might imitate, as well as praife ; 
For all commend ! ev'n foes your fame confeft j 
Nor would Auguftiis' age have priz'd it lefs ; 
An age, which had not held its pride fo long. 
But for the want of fo compleat a fong. 

VIL 
A golden period fhall from you commence : 
Peace (hall be iign'd *twixt wit and manly fenfe ; 
Whether your genius or your rank they view. 
The Mufes find their Halifax in you. 
Like him fucceed ! nor think my zeal is fliewn 
For you ; 'tis Britain's intereft, not your own 
For lofty ftations are but golden fnares. 
Which tempt the great to fall in love with cares, 

vin. 

I would proceed, but age has chilPd my vein, 
'Twas a (hort fever, and I'm cool again. 
Though life I hate, metMnks I could renew 
Its taitelefs, painful courfe, to fmg of you. 
When fuch the fubjed, who (hall curb his flight ? 
When fuch your genius, who fhall dare to write ? 
In pure refpeft, I give my rhyming o'er, 
And^ to commend you moft^ commend no more. 

IX. Adieu^ 
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Adieu, whoe'er thpi; art I o^ death's p^ CQa( 
Ere long I'll talk thee o'er with Dryden's ghoil; 
The bard will fmile. ^ h^ft, a long farewell ! 
Henceforth I hide me in my dufky cell j 
There w^ the friendly ^ke tliat fets m^ fiee^ 
And think of immortality and thee— • . 
My fbrams arjc; number'd by the tuneful Nine ; 
Each mud prefents her th^nk3> apd all pre&pl 
mine. 



VERi 
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VERSES SENT BYLORD MELCOMBE 
TO DOCTER YOUNG. 

VOT LONG BEFORE HIS LORBSHIP'S DeATH ^ 

V" IND companion of my youth> 
•^^ Lov'd for genius> worth, and truth ! 
Take what friendfhip can impart. 
Tribute of a feeling heart ; 
Take the Mufe's latell fpark f. 
Ere we drop into the dark. 
He, who parts and virtue gave. 
Bad Thee look beyond the grave : 
Genius foars, and Virtue guides ; 
Above, the love of God prefides. 
There 's a gulph 'twixt us and God ; 
Let the gloomy path be trod : 
Why Hand fhivering on the ftiore ? 
Why not boldly venture o'er ? 
Where unerring Virtue guides. 
Let us have the winds and tides : 
Safe, through feas of doubts and fears. 
Rides the bark which Virtue fleers. 

• " A Poetical Epiftle from the late Lord Mcl- 

< combe to the Earl of Bute, with corrections by the 

< Author of the Night Thoughts,'' was publiihed in 
^to. 1776. 

t See Mr. Cuft's Life of Young. 

SEAr 



SEAiPIECE: 

CONTAINING 

I. THE BRITISH SAILOR'S EXULTATION, 
n. HIS PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT. 



t ^^3 1 

•HE DEDICATION. 

t 6 

MR. VOLTAIRE. 

I. 

Ty yr Y Mufe, a bird of paflage, flies 

'*''*• From frozen clime to milder fides ; 
*oin clullihg olaRs Ihe feeks thy ckearing beam> 

A beam of favour, here deny^d ; 

Concibus oif faults, tier blufhing prid^ 
opes an afylum in to great a name. 

n. 

• To dive full deep in ancient days. 

The rwarriors* ardent deeds to raife;^ 
nd monarch* s aggrandize ; — the glory. Thine; 

Thine is the drama, how renown'd ! 

Thin^ Efic*s loftier trump to found ;— * 
ut let Afion's fea-ftrung harp be Mine : 

ilL 

But where *s his dolphin ? Know'ft thou, where ?— 
May that be found in Thee^ V<^taire I 

ave thou from harm my plunge into the wave : 
How will thy name ilhi(hiou8 raife i 

My finking fong ! Mere mortal lays, 

'o patroniz'd, are refcued from the |;rftve. 

JV. « The 

"* Annals of the Emperor Charles XII. Lewis XIV. 
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IV. 

* Tell me, fay'ft thou, who courts my fmUe 
'^ What ilranger ilrayM from yonder ifle i 

No ftranger. Sir ! though bom in foreign climes ; 
On Dorfet downs, when Milton's page. 
With Sin and Death, provoked thy rage. 

Thy rage provok'd, 'who footh'd with gentle thjmesf j 

V. 

Who kindly couch'd thy cenfure's eye. 

And gave thee clearly to defcry 
Sound judgment givmg law to fancy flrong ? 

Who half inclined thee to confefs. 

Nor could thy modefty do lefs. 
That Milton's blindnefs lay not in his fong ? 

VL 

But fuch debates long fince are flown ; 

For ever fet the funs that (hone 
On airy paftimes, ere our brows were grey : 

How (hortly fhall we Both forget. 

To thee my patron I my debt. 
And thou to thine for Pruflia's golden key. 

VII. 

The prefent, in oblivion caft. 

Full foon (hall fleep, as fleeps the pail ; 
Full foon the wide diitindlion die between 

The frowns and favours of the great ; 

High fluih'd fuccefs, and pale defeat; 
The Gallic gaiety, and Britifh fpleen. 

VIIL Yc 



THE DEDICATtOTI. zzg 

VIII. 

Ye wing'd, ye rapid moments ! ftay >-■ 

Oh friend ! as deaf as rapid, they; 
ife's little drama done, the curtain falls !— • 

Doft thou not hear it ? I can hear. 

Though nothing ftrikes the Mening car^ 
ime groans his laH ! Eternal loudly calls ! 

IX- 

Nor calls in vain; the call infpircg 

Far other counfels and defires, 
han once prevail'd ; we (land on higher gtound; 
What fcenes we fee ! —Exalted aim ? 

With ardours new, our fpirits flame ; 
Ambition bleft ! with more than laurelj crowned. 



VoL.LXII. O A SEA- 
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A SEA-PIECE. 

ODE THE FIRST- 
THE BRITISH SAILOR'S EXULTATION. 

L 

IN lofty founds let thofe delight 
, Who brave the foe, but fear the fight; 
And, bold in word, of arms decline the ftroke^ 
'Tis mean to boaft ; but great to lend 
To foes the counfel of a friend. 
And warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 

n. 

From whence arife thefe load alarms ? 

Why gleams t\vt/outb with brandifhM arms ? 
War, bath'd in blood, from curft ambition fprings : 

Ambition 1 mean, ignoble pride ! 

Perhaps their ardours may fubfide. 
When weigh'd the wonders Britain's failor lings. 

Hear, and revere. — At Brit^'s nod. 
From each enchanted grove and wood 

Halle's the huge oak, or ihadeld*s foreft leaves ; 
The mountain //»« affume new forms. 
Spread canvas-wings, and fly through ftotms, 

And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves 

IV. She 
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IV. 

She nods again : the labouring earth 

DifcloTes a tremendous birth ; 
tjnoaking rivers runs her molten ore ; 

Thence monfters of enormous fize. 

And hideous afped, threatening rife, 
ame from the deck, from trembling baftions roar. 
V. 

Thefe minifters of fate fulfil. 

On empires wide, an ijland^s will, 
Then thrones unjufl wake vengeance ; know, ye powers ! 

In fudden night, and ponderous balls. 

And floods of flame, the tempell falls, 
Hien brav'd Britannia's awful fenate lowers, 
VI. 

In her * grand council fhe furveys. 

In patriot pidlure, what may raife, 
>f infolent attempts, a warm difdain ; 

From hope's tritmphant fummit thrown* 

Like darted lightning, fwiftly down 
'he wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain. 

VII. 
Britannia fheaths her courage keen. 
And fpares her nitrous magazine ; 
[er cannon (lumber, till the proud afpire. 

And leave all law below them; then tbej blaze ! 
They thunder from refounding feas* 
'ouch*d by their injujr'd matter's foul of lire. 

CL* VIII. Then 

* Houfe of Lords. 
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VJIL 

Then fanes rife! the battle raves ! 

And rends the fkiet ! and warms the waves 1 
And calls a tempeft from the peaceful deep» 

In fpite of nature^ fpite of Jove^ 

While all-ferme, and hufli'd above, 
Tumultaous winds in azure chambers deep. 

IX. 

A thoufand deaths the borfting bomb 
Hurls from her difembowel'd womb ; 

Cham'd, glowing globes, in dread alliance jcm% 
Red-wing*d by ftrong, fulphureous blafts. 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and mafts ; 

And leave fing*d, naked, blood-drown'd, decks bduni 

X. 

Dwarf laurels rife in tented fields ; 

The wreath immortal ocean yields ; 
There war's whole fting is (hot, whole fire is ipcnt^ 

Whole glory blooms : how pale, how tame. 

How lambent is Bellona's fiame ; 
How her (lorms languifh on the continent ! 

XL 
From the dread front of antient war 
Lefs terror frown*d ; her fcythed car. 
Her caltied elephant, and battering beam» 
Stoop to thofe engines which deny 
Superior terrors to the iky, , 
And boafl their clouds, their thimder, and their flaffle« 

XILT1»« 
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xir. 

The flame> the thunder, and the cloud. 

The night by day, the fea of blood, 
^iofts whirl'd in air, the yell of finking throngs^ 

The gravelefs dead^ an ocean warm'd> 

A firmament by mortals ftormM, 
To patient Britain's angry brow belongs. 
XIII. 

Or do I dream ? Or do I rave ? 

Or fee I Vulcan's footy cave. 
Where Jove's red bolts the giant brothers frame f 

Thofe fwarthy gods of toil and heat. 

Loud peals on mountain anvils heat. 
And panting tempers rouze the roaring flame. 
XIV. 

Ye fons of ^tna ! hear my call; 

Unfinifh'd let thofe baubles fall. 
Yon fhield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Your flrokes fufpend, ye brawny throng I 

Charm'd by the magic of my fong. 
Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true* 
XV. 

Begm : * and firft take rzpid^ight, 

Fierce ^amr, and clouds of thickeft nighty 
And ghafUy terror, paler dian the dead ; 

Then borrow from the north his roar. 

Mix groans and iieatbs ; one phial pour 
Of wrong'd Britannia's wradi ; and it is made ; 
Gaul ftarts and trembles— at your dreadful trade. 

0.3 ODE 

* Alluding to Virgil's Defcription of Thunder. 
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ODE THE SECOND: 

IN WHICH IS 

THE SAILOR'S PRAYER BEFORE EKOAGEmAT. 

L 

SO form'd the bolt« ordainM to break 
Gaul's haughty plan> and Bourbon ihake; 
If Britain's crimes fupport not Britain's fbesj . 
And edge their fwords : O power divine ! 
If bleft by Thee the bold defign. 
Embattled hoils a fingle arm o'erthrows* 

II. 

Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 

In Britain 's^ caufe, by fame enroll'd 
In deathlefs annal ! deathlefs deeds infpire ; 

From oozy beds, for Britain's fake. 

Awake, illnihious chiefs ! awake ; 
And kindle in your ions paternal fire. 

III. 
The day commiiEon'd from above. 
Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove. 
If war's full Ihock loo feeble to fuftain ; 
Or firm to fland its final blow. 
When vital ftrcams of blood fhall flow. 
And turn to crimfon the difcolour'd main; 

IV.Thi 
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IV. 

That day 's arrived, that fatal hour !— 

•« Hear us> O hear. Almighty Power ! 
** Our guide in counfel, and our ilrength in fight! 

-** Now war's important die is thrown, 

** If left the day to man alone> 
** How blind IS wifdom, and how weak is might I 

V. 

^ Let proilrate hearts^ and awful fear, 
« Arid deep remorfe, and fighs fincerc 

•* For Briuin's guilt, the wrath divine appeafe; 
** A wrath, more formidable far 
*♦ Than angry nature's wafteful war, 

^ The whirl of tempefts, and the roar of feas. 

VI. 

** From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 

** To thee, at nature's helm on high ! 
v Steer thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence ! 

« To thee for fuccour we refort; 

*♦ Thy favour is our only port ; 
•« Our only rock of fafcty, they defence. 

VII. 
•» O thou, to whom the lions roar, 
*' And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
'• Thy throne our burfts of cannon loud invoke : 
** Thou canft arrcft the flying ball; 
'« Or fend it back and bid it fall 
' On thofe, from whofe proud deck the thunder brokp. 
CL 4 VIII. ^ Bri- 
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VIII. 

**■ Briuin in yain extends her care 

•* To climes • remote, for aids in war ;: 

^ Still farther muft it ftretch to cniih the foe f.^ 
<< There 's one alliance, one alone, 
** Can crown her arms>. or fix her throne ^' 

^ And that alliance is not found below* 

IX. 

* Ally Supreme ! we turn to Thee ;. 

«< We learn obedience from the fea ; 
«' With feas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws (M\ 

** 'Tis thine our blood to freeze,, or warm ; 

<' To rouze, or huih, the martial fform ; 
«* And turn the tide of conqueft, at thy will. 

X, 

*' *Tis Thine to beam fublime renown, 
" Or quench the glories of a crown ; 

Tis Thine to doom, 'tis Thine, from death to free r 
" To turn afide his levePd dart, 
" Or pluck it from the bleeding heart;— 

« There we caft anchor, we confide in Thee. 

XL. 
*' Thou, who haft taught the north to roar, 
*' And ftreaming f lights nocbimal pour 
« Of frightful afped ! when proud foes invade,. 
** Their blafted pride with dread to feize,- 
" Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze ; 
■^ And George depute to thunder in thy ftead. 

XII. « T 
* RufTu -^ Kjmw. Bg«alit 
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xir. 

* The right alone is bold and ftrong ; 

«* Black, hovering clouds appal the nurong 
•* With dread of vengeance : nature's awful firel 

** Leis than one moment fhouldft Thou frown 

«• Where is puiflance and renown ? 
** Thrones tremble, empires fink, or worlds expirc*^ 

XIII. 
'* Let George the juft chaftife the van : 
•* Thou, who durft curb the rebel main, 

^ To mount the ihore when boiling billows rave t 
** Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
« The boundlefs fwell of Gallic pride; 

•* And check ambitiot^s overwhelming wave. 

XIV. 
'* And when (all milder means withftood)i 
** Ambition, tam'd by lofs of blood, 
«* Regains her reafon; then, on angels wings,. 
'* Let peace defcend,. and fhouting greets 
'* With peals of joy, Britannia's fleets. 
•* How richly freighted I It, triumphant, brings- 
* The poife of kingdoms,, and the fate of kings.?^ 
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IMPERIUM PELAGI. 

A 

NAVAL LYRIC K: 

WRITTEN IN IMITATION OP 

PINDAR'S SPIRIT. 

Occafioned by His Majesty's return. Sept 1729^ 
and the fucceeding Peace. 

^ Monte decorrens velut amnis, imbires 

" Quern fuper notas aluere ripas> 

** Fervet> immenfufque ruit profoundo. 

PlND# 

" Condnes Ixtofque dies, & urbis 

** Publicum ludum, fuper impetra^ 

*' Fortis AvGvsTi reditu." Hor. 
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PREFACE. 

A Pindaric carries % formidable found; but there is 
^ nothing formidable in the true nature of it ; of 
/hich (with utmoft fubmifiion) I conceive the critics 
ave hitherto entertained a falfe idea. Pindar is as na- 
oral as Anacreon, though not {o familiar. As a fixt 
ar is as much in the bounds of nature, as a flower of 
lie field, though lefs obvious^ and of greater dignity^ 
;^his is not the received notion of Pindar ; I ihall there- 
ore y^0» fupport at large that hint which is now given* 

Trade is a very noble fubjeft in itfelf ; more proper 
ban any for an Englifhman ; and particularlyy^»tf^/^ 
t this junfture. 

We have more fpecimens of good nuriiing in every 
province, than in the fublime; our two famous Epic 
^oenis excepted. I was willing to make an attempt 
vhcrc I had feweft rivals. 

Ify on reading this Ode, any man has a fuller idea 
»f the real intereft, or poJjSble glory of his country, than 
>efore ; or a ftronger impreffiou from it, or a warmer 
mcemfor it, I give up to the critic any farther repu- 
tation. 

We have many copies and tranjlations that pafs for 
frlginals. This Ode I humbly conceive is an original, 
hough it profefTes imitation. No man can be like Pin- 
lar, by imitating any of his particular works ; any 
nore than like Raphael, by copying the cartoons. 

The 
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The genius and fpirit of fuch great men mnft be col- 
leded from the ivhoie; and when thus we are poflefled 
of it, we mud exert its energy in/ubjeSs and ilefiim 
of our own. Nothing is fb unpindarical as following 
Pindar on the foot. Pindar is an original, and he mnft 
ht/o too, who would be like Pindar in that which is his 
greateft praife. Nothing fo unlike as a ck/e cofy, and 
a noble original 

As for Ungtb, Pindar has an unhroknt Ode of fix 
hundred lines. Nothing is long or ihort in writings 
but relati'velj to the demand of the fubje£t» and the 
manner of treating it. A Mftich may be long, and a 
folio Jhort. However, I have broken this Ode into 
Strains, each of which may be confidered as a feparate 
Ode if you pleafe. And if the variety and fullnefs of 
matter be confidered, I am rather apprehenfive of dan- 
ger from brevity in this Ode, than from length* Bat 
lank writing is what I think ought moil to be declined, 
if for nothing elfe, for our plenty of it. 

The Ode is the mod fpiritcd kind of poetry, and the 
Pindaric is the mod fpirited kind of Ode^ this I fpeak 
at my own very great peril : but truth has an eternal 
title to our confeilioi^ though we are fure to fuBTer by 
it. 
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THE MERCHANT 

ODE THE FIRST. 
•N THE BRITISH TRADE AND NAVIGATION. 

T O 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF CHANDOS. 

In HOTfAtTt, Find. Nem. Od. VI. 



THE PRELUDE, 
lie Profofiiion. An Addrefs to the veflel that 
brought over the King. Who ihould fing oh this 
occaiion. A Pindaric boaft. 

I. 

in AST by tilt /urge my limbs are fpread, 

-*' The na'val oak nods o'er my head ; 
lie winds are load ; the waves tumultuous roll ; 

Ye winds ! iudulge your rage no more; 

Ye founding billows ! ceafe to roar ; 
The God defcends ; and tranfports warm my foul. 

II. 
The waves are hufh'd; the winds are fpenc !•*• 
This kingdom, from the kingdoms ren^ 

celebrate in fong— Fam'd Ifle ! no lefs« 
By nature's /2i<z;0»r> from mankind* 
Than by the foaming ^a, disjoined; 

Hone in blifs t an ijle, in happinefs \ 
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III. 

Though Fate and Time have damp'd my fhain^ 
Though youth no longer fires my veini. 

Though flow their flreams in xhis cold climate ran j 
The royal eye difpels my cares, 
Recals the warmth of blooming years. 

Returning George fupplies the diftant fan. 

IV. 

Away, my foul ! falute the • Pim, 

That glads the heart of Caroline, 

Its grand depoiit faithful to reftore ; 

, Salute the bark that ne'er ihall hold 

So rich a freight in gems or gold. 

And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 

V. 

My foul ! to thee, Jbe fpreads her (ails ; 

Their bofoms fill with facred gales;; 
With infpiration from the godhead warm^ 

Noiv bound for an eternal clime 

O fend her down the tide of Hme, 
Snatch'd from oblivion, and fecnre fromftorm* 

VI. 

Or teach this flag, like that to foar. 

Which Gods of old and Heroes bore ; 
Bid her a Britifh conftellation rife— - 

The fea fhe fcorns ; and, now, (hall bonnd 

On lofty billows of fweet found, 
I am her pilot, and her port the^/V/ / 

vn.Da 

* The Yeflel that brou|;ht over the King. 
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VII. 

DsLreyou to fmg, ye tinkling train i 

Silence, ye wretched ! ye profane ! 
^Who fhakle fro/e, and boaft of ai/ent Gods ; 

Who murder thought, and numbers maim» 

Who write Pindarics cold and lame^ 
And labour iliff Anacrecmtic Odes. 

VIIL 

Ye lanvful Sons of Genius rife ! 

Of genuine title to the Ikies ; 
Ye founts of Learning ! and ye mints of Fame ! 

You, who file off the mortal part 

Of glowing thought, with Attic art. 
And drink pure fong from Cam's or liis' flream. 

IX. 

I glow, I burn ! the numbers pure, 

High-flavour'd, delicate, mature. 
Spontaneous ftream from my unlabour'd bread. 

As, when full-fipened teems the vine. 

The generous burfls of willing wine 
DiiHl ncftareous from the grape unpreft. 
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STRAIN THE FIRST. 

THE AKGUMEKT. 

How the King attended. A pro/peS of hapmnrfj. 
lndujlry» A furprizing inftance of it in old Rome* 
Themifchiefof>/^. ^i^/ happiocii is. SIeiht$ 
greateft enemy. Tra^/e natural to Britain. Trade 
invoked. DefcribecL What the greateft human ex- 
cellence. '1 he pratjc of wealth. Its ufcy ahuje, 
€nd. The 'variety of nature. The £nal mord 
caufe of it. The benefit of man's necejjities. Bri- 
tain's naval ftores. She makes ddl Nature fervice- 
able to her ends. Of rec/on. Its excellence. Hcvj 
we (hould form our efiimau of things. Renjoi^i 
difficult tolk. Why the firft gbry hers. Her effedi 
in old EritaiiL 

I. 

" OUR Monarch comes ! nor comes alone I** 

What (hining forms furround his throne, 
O Sun ! as planets thee ! — To my loud ftrain 

See Peace, by Wifdom led, advance ; 

The Grace, the Mufe, the Seafon, dance; 
Ar.d Plenty fpreads behind her flowing train 1 

11. 

** Our Monarch comes ! nor comes alone:" 
Neiju glories kindle round his throne. 

The vifions rife ! I triumph as I gaze : 
By Pindar led, I tum'd of late 
'I he volume dark, the folds of Fate ; 

ArA, r.o\Wf am prctc\a vo \.\vc future blaze. 
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III. 

By George and Jove it is decreed. 

The mighty months in pomp proceed^ 
?air daughters of the fun ! — O thou divine, 

Blefl Induftry ! a fmiling earth 

From thee alone derives its birth : 
\j thee the ploughlhare and its mailer fhine. 

JV. 

From tkee, maft^ cMe, anchor, oar. 

From thee the cannon and his roar ; 
inoaks nurft, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire grews; 

O golden Fruit 1 oak well might prove 

The facrcd tree, the tree of Jove ; 
l11 Jove can give, the naval oak bellows* 

V, 
' What cannot Induftry compleat ? 
When Punick war firft flam'd, the greats 
)ld, aflive, ardent, Roman fathers meet : 
/* Fell all your groves," a Flamcn cries ; 
As foon they fall ; as foon they rife ;^ 
ne moon, a for eft, and the next, a feet* 

VL 

Is Jloth indulgence ? 'Tis a toil ; 

Enervates man, and damns the foil ; 
^eats citation, plunges in diilrefs. 

Cankers our being, all devours ; 

A full exertion of our powers ! 
lence, and thence only, glows our happinefs, 

R2 \W^\v^ 
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VII. 

The flream may ftagnate, yet be clear. 

The lun fufpond his fwift career. 
Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted force ; 

Ere man, his adive fprings refign'd. 

Can raft in body and in mind. 
Yet talle ef blifs, of which he choaks the fource. 

VIII. 

Where, Induftry ! thy daughter fair ? 

Recal her to her native air; 
ffarf^ was Trade born, here bred, here fiourifh'dlong: 

And ever fhall fhe flourifh here : 

What though fhe languifh'd ? *twas buty^^. 
She ''s found of heart ; her conlHtution flrong, 

IX. 

Wake, fting her up. Trade I lean no more 
On thy fixt anchor, pufti from fhore. 

Earth lies before thee, every climate court. 

And, fee, fhe *s rous'd, abfolv'd fr<^ fears. 
Her brow, in cloudlefs azure, rears. 

Spreads all her fail, and opens every port. 

X. 

See, cherifh'd by her fifter. Peace, 

She levies gain on every place. 
Religion, habit, cuftom, tongue, and name I 

Again, fhe travels with the fun. 

Again, fhe draws a golden zone 
.Round earth and maitv\\it\^\. xowt <iC wealth and fame 
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XL 

Ten thoufand adlive hands, that hung- 

In ftiameful floth with nerves unftrung> 
'he nations languid load, defy the ftorms. 

The fheets unfurl, and anchors weigh. 

The long-moor'd veffel wing to fea, 
(Worlds, worlds falute, and peopled ocean fwarms* 

XII. 

His fonsv Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile,. 

Their fedgy foreheads lift, and fmile r 
'hei* urns inverted prodigally pour 

Streams, charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 

Britannia for their great ally, 
•Ith climes paid down ; what can the gods do more ^ 

XIII. 

Cold Ruffia coftly furs from far^ 

Hot China fends her painted jar, 
ranee generous wines to crown it, Arab fwect 

With gales of incenfe fwells our fails. 

Nor diftant Ind our merchant fails,, 
er richeil ore the ballaft of our fleets 

XIV.. 
Luxuriant ifle ! What tide that flows. 
Or ftream that glides, or wind that blows, 
r genial fun that fhines, or fhower that pours. 

But flows,. glides, breathes, fhines, pours for thee ? 
How every heart dilates to fee 
^h land's each feafon. blending on thy fhoces. I 

R 3 ^N . K^ 
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XV. 

AH thefe one Bridih harveft make ! 

The fenrant Ocean for thy fake 
Both iinks and fwells : his arms thy bofbm wrap. 

And fondly give, in boundlefs dower. 

To mighty George's growing power. 
The wafted world into thy loaded lap. 

XVI. 

Commerce brings riches, riches crown 

Fair Virtue with the firft renown : 
A large re<venucy and a large exfence, * 

When hearts for others welfare glow> 

AxiAjpend as free as gods beilow. 
Gives the full bloom to mortal excellence. 

XVII. 

Glonxj then my breafl ! abound my ftore I 

This, and this boldly I implore. 
Their nvant and apathy let Stoicks boafl : 

Pajpons and riches, good or ill. 

As us'd by man, demand our fkill ; 
All bleifings wound us, when difcretion 's loft. 

XVIII. 

Wealth, in the virtuous and the ivije, 

'Tis vice and folly to defpife : 
Let thofe in praife of poverty refine, 

Whofe heads or hearts pervert its ufe. 

The narrow 'fouPd, or the profu/e. 
The truly 'great find morals in the mine ; 

XIX. HapF 
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XIX. 

Happy t&e man ! who, largfc of heart. 

Has learnt the rare, iQaftrious art 
Of being rich : ^OTCsftar've us, or they cloy ; 

From goU, if more than chemic fldll> 

Extraft not what is brighter (till : 
*Tis hard to gam, much harder to enjoy. 

XX. 

Plenty 's a tkeans, and joy her end : 

Exalted minds their joys extend: 
A Chandos fhines, when others* joys are done : 

As lofty turrets, by their height. 

When humbler fcenes refign their light. 
Retain the rays of the declining I'un, 

XXL 

Pregnant with bleffings, Britain ! fwear 

^o fordid fon of thine ihall dare 
Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace ; 

Who noixj his whole creation drains 

To pour into thy tumid veins 
That blood of nations ! commerce and increafe/ 

xxn. 

How 'various Nature ! turgid grain 

Here nodding floats the golden plain ; 
There, fworms weave iilken webs ; here, glowing vines 

Lay forth their purple to the fun. 

Beneath the foil, there har veils run. 
And kings* revenues ripen in the mines. 

R 4 XXIIL What 
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XXIII. 

What 's various Nature ? Art divine 

Man's foul to foften and refine ; 
Heaven different growths to different lands imparti^ 

That all may fland in need of all> 

And interefi draw around the ball,, 
A net to catch and join all human hearts. 

XXIV. 

Thus has the great Creator's pen 

His hw fupreme, to mortal men» 
In their necejpties difHndlly writ : 

Ev'n appetite fupplies the place 

Of abfent virtue, abfent grace. 
And human want performs for human wit. 

XXV. 

Vaft naval enfigns ftrow'd around 

The wond'ring/orf/^»^r confound ! 
How flands the deep-aw'd continent aghaft. 

As her proud fcepter^d fons furvcy. 

At every port, on every qua^,. 
Huge mountains rife, of cable, anchor, mafl ? 

XXVI. 
The unwieldy tun ! the ponderous bale !— • 
Each prince his own clime fet to falc 
Sees berey by fubjefts of a Britifh king : 

How earth 's abridged ! all nations range 
A narrow fpot, our throng'd Exchange ! 
And fend the ilreams of plenty from their fpring. 

XXVII. No 
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XXVII. 

Nor earth alone, all Nature bends 

In aid to Britain's glorious ends : 
oils (he in trade ? or bleeds in honeft w^rj ? 

Her keel each yielding y^^i enthrals. 

Each willing ou /W her canvas calls, 
er pilot into fervice lifts the flars. 

XXVIII. 
In fize confin'd, and humbly made. 
What though we creep beneath the fhade,^ 

nd feem as emmets on this point, the ball ? 
Heaven lighted- up the human foul. 
Heaven bid its rays tranfpiercc the whole, 

nd, giving godlike Rea/on, gave us Jlf. 

XXIX. 
Thou golden chain 'twixt God and men, 
Bleft Reafon ! guide my life and pen ; 

11 ills, like ghofts, fly trembling at thy light : 

Who thee obeys, reigns over all ; ' 

Smiles, though the ftars around him fall; 

God is Bought but Reafon Infiniite. 

XXX. 
The man of Reafon is a God 
Who fcoms to Hoop to Fortune^s nod; 
)le Jgent he beneath the ihining fphere. 
Others are paffi'oe, are impelled. 
Arc frightened, flatter'd, funk, or fwell'd, 
s accident is pleas 'd to domineer, 

XXXI. Our 
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XXXI. 

Our hopes and fears are mnch to blame ;. 

Shall monarchs awe f or crowns inflame f 
From grofs xniflake our idle tumult fprings ; 

Tho/e men the filly world difarm^ 

Elude the darty difiblve the charm. 
Who know ^zjlender worth oitlun and things. 

XXXII. 

The prefent objedt, prefent day. 

Are idle phantoms, and away ; 
What *8 lafting only does exifi^ Know This, 

Life, fame, friends, freedom, empire, all. 

Peace, Commerce, Freedom, nobly fall 
To launch us on the flood of endUfs blifs. 

XXXIII. 

How foreign thcfe, though moft in view ! 

Go, look your ivhoie exiftence through ; 
Thence, form your rule ; thence Kx your eflimate. 

For fo the gods : but as the gains. 

How great the toil ! 'Twill coft more pa^ns. 
To vanquilh Folly, than reduce a State, 

XXXIV. 
Hence, Reafon ! ihefrft palm is thine. 
Old Britain learnt from thee to Ihine. 

By thee. Trades fwarming throng, gay Freedom^s fmilc, 
Armies, in war of fatal frown. 
Of peace the pride. Arts flowing down, 

£ftrich, exalti defend^ infiru^ o>ix vCle. 
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STRAIN THE SECOND. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

^rts from Commerce. Why Britons ihould purilie it.- 
What wealth includes. An Hifiorical digreflion 
which kind is moil frequent in Pindar. The wealth 
and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of her 
ruin. The cau/e of it. Her crimes through all 
ranks and orders. Her miferable faH. The neigh- 
bouring kings juft refleSiion on it. An awfd image 
of the Divine Power and Vengeance. From luhat 
Tyre fell, and how deep her calamity. 



COMMERCE gives arts, as well as gainj 

By Commerce wafted o'er the main> 
Thty barbarous climes enlighten as they run ; 

Arts, the rich traffick of the foul ! 

May travel, thus, from pole to pole. 
And gild the world with Learning's brighter fun* 

II- 

Commerce gives learning, 'virtue^ gold ! 

Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold, 
Inur'd to winds and feas ! lefl Gods repent : 

The Gods that thron'd you in the ware. 

And, as the trident* s emblem, gave 
A triple realm, that awes the continexit : 
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III. 

And awes with wealth ; for wealth is power : 

When Jove defcends a golden ihower, 
'Tis navies^ armies, empire, all, in one.?— 

View, emulate, outihine old Tyre ; 

In fcarict robM, with, gems on fire. 
Her merchants, princes ! every deck, a throne / 

IV. 

She fate an emprefs 1 aw'd the flood ! 

'iHtrftable column Ocean trod ; 
She call'd the nations, and ihe call'd xhc/eas^ 

By Both obey'd i the Syrian fings ; 

The Cyprian's art her viol firings f 
Togarmagh's fleed along her valley neighs. 

V. 

The fir of Senir makes her floor. 

And Bafhan^s oak, transform 'd,^ her oar ; 
High Lebanon her mafl ; far Dedan warms 

Her mantled hofl ; Arabia feeds ; 

Her fail of purple Egypt fpreads ;. 
Arvad fends mariners ; the Perfian, arms. 

VI. 

The world's laft limit bounds her fame^; 

The golden city was her name I 
Thofe ftars on earthy the tofa%, onyx, blaze 

Beneath her foot ; extent of coaft. 

And rich as Nile's, let others boaft; 
iKr/ the far nobler harnjefi kA '^% ^^^^* 
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vir. 

O merchant land ! as Eden fair ! 

jintient of Empires ! Nature's care ! 
le ftrength of Ocean ! i^^^z^ of Plenty's Springs! 

The pride of Ifles ! In n^ars rever'd ! 

Mother oi crafts ! lov'd ! courted ! fearMI 
lot of kingdoms ! and fupport of kings ! 

VIII. 

Great mart of nations 1 — But fhe fell: 

Her pamper'd fons revolt ! rebel ! 
gainft his favourite ifle loud roars the main ! 

The tempeft howls ? her I'culptur'd dome 

^oon, the nxjolfs refuge ; dragon* s home ! 
he land, one altar ! a whole people, flain ! 

IX. 

The deftin'd day puts on her frown; 

The fable hour is coming down : 
lie 's on her march from yon Almighty throne : 

TYi^fword 2sAftorm are in her hand; 

She trumpets ftirill her dread command : 
>ark be the light of earth ! the boafl, unknonjon ! 

X. 

For, oh ! her fins as red as blood. 

As crimfon deep, outcry the flood ; 
'he Queen of Trade is hought ! once wife and juft, 

Ntywy venal is her council's tongue : 

How riot, violence, and wrong, 
Turn gold to dro/s, her bloflfom into duft ! 



254 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

XI. 

To things inglorioiu> far beneath 

Thofe high-bom (buls they proudly breathe. 

Her fordid neble finks ! her mighty, how \ 
Is it for tbii, the groves around 
Return the tahret's fprightly found ? 

Is it for this, her great-ones tofs the brow ? 

XII. 

What burning feuds 'twixt brothers reign i 

To nuptials cold, how glows the vein. 
Confounding kindred, and mifleading right ? 

The /furious lord it o'er the land ! 

Bold Blafphemy dares make a ftand, 
.Affault the iky, and brandifh all her might : 

XIII. 
Tyre's artizan, fweet orator. 
Her merchant f age, big man of<war, 

UtT judge, her prophet, nay her hoary heads^ 

Whofe brows with lui/dom ihould be crown 'd. 
Her very priejls in guilt abound : 

Hence, the world's cedar all her honours fheds* 

XIV. 

What death o£ truth / what thirft of gold! 

Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold I 
VfYi^t youth unlettered ! ba/e ones lifted high 1 

What public boafts ! what private views ! 

What de/ert temples ! crowded ftews I 
What ivomen I — ^pradia'd but to xowl an eye ! 

XV. 
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XV. 

O! foul of heart, her fair eft dames 
Decline the fun's intruding beams, 

mad the midnight in their glocmiy haunts : 

Alasl there is, who fees them there; 
There is, who flatters not the fair, 
^en cymbals tinkle, and the virgiti chaunts. 

XVI. 

He fees, and thunders ! — No<w, in vain! 

I'he courfer paws, and foams the rein ; 
nd chariots ftream along the printed foil : 

In vain ! Her high, prefumptuous air 

In gorgeous veftments rich and rare, 
I'er her proud flioulder throws the poor man's toiL 

XVII. 
In robes or gems, her co^y ft ain. 
Green, fcarlet, azure, fhine, in vain ! 

1 vain ! their golden heads her turrets rear ; 

In vain ! high-flavour'd foreign fruits, 
Sydonian oils, and Lydian lutes, 
rlide o'er her tongue, and melt upon her ear. 

XVIII. 
In vain ! wines flow in various ftreams. 
With helm and fpcar each pillar gleams ; 
►amafcus, vain ! unfolds the gloflTy ftore ; 
The golden wedge from Ophir's coafts. 
Prom Arab incenfe vain, (he boafts, 
am are her gods, and vainly men adore. 

XIX. Bell 
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XIX. 

Bell falls ! the mighty Nebo bends ! 

The nations hifs ! her glory ends ! 
To J^ifs^ her confidence ! fhe flies from foes i 

Foes meet her thers : the wind^ t^e wave. 

That once aid, ftrength, and grandeur gave^ 
Plunge her in fcas, from which her glory rofe. 

XX. 

Her .i*uorj deck, embroider'd fail. 

And mail of cedar nought avail. 
Or pilot learned! She finks, nor finks nlone^ 

Her Gods fmk with her ! to the (ky. 

Which never more fliall meet her eye, 
Sheiends her foul out in one dreadful groan. 

XXI. 

What though fo vaft her naval might. 

In her firft dawn'd the Britilh right ? 
A)\ flags abased her fee-dominion greet : 

What though ihe longer warr'd than Troy? 

At length her foes that Iflc deftroy 
Whofe conqueft fail'd, as far as fail'd her fleet. 

XXII. 

The kings ^^ cloath'd in purple fhalce 
Their aweful brows : " O foul miflake i 

'* O fatal pride ! (they cry) this, this is (he, 
** Who faid — with my (nvn art and arm, 
" In the world's wealth I wrap me warm"— 

And fwell'd at heart, vain Emprefs of the Sea ! 

XXIII. •* This, 
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XXIII. 

** This, This is ihe, who meanly foar'd : 

** Alas ! how /(WW, to be adored, 
" And Itile herfelf a God ! — Through ftormy wars 

"' This Eagle-Ifle her thunder bore, 

" High-fed her young with human gore; 
** And lAJould have built her neil among die ftars. 

XXIV. 
*' But ah, frail man ! how impotent 
" To ftand Heaven's vengeance, or prevent I 

*' To turn afide the great Creator's aim ! 
** Shall Ifland-kings with Hxm contend, 
" Who makes the Poles beneath him bend ? 

" And Ihall drink up the fea herfelf with flame ? 

XXV. 
" Earth, uEther, Empyreumhovf, 
" When from the brazen Mountain's brow 
« The God of Battles takes his nfiighty bow : 
" Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
*' Puts on his vefture dipt in bloody 
" And marches out to fcourge the world below. 

XXVI. 
** Ah I wretched Ifle, once call'd the great ! 
'* Ah ! wretched Ifle, and wife too late ! 
'' The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out : 
" Thy luxury, corruption, pride, 
" Kvii^^ freedom loft, the realms deride, 
'* "Ador'S xkit^ ft andiug, o'er thy ruins ftiout : 

Vol. LXII. S XXVII. « T© 
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XXVII. 
^ To fcourge with war, or peace htftrw, 
** Was thine, O Men ! fallen low ! 
^ ^Tijuas thine, of jarring thrones to (till debates : 
^ How art thou fallen, down, down, down 1 
*' Wide wa/fe, and night, and horror fitiwnj 
^ Where Empire fiam'd in gold, and balanced fbites*'* 
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STRAIN THE THIRD. 

THEARGUMEFT. 

An inference from this Hiftory. Ad'vice to Britaitu 
More proper to her than other Nations. How far 
the ftroke of tyranny reaches. What fupports our 
endeavours- The unconfider!d benefits of liherty, 
Britain's obligation to purfue trade. Why abovA* 
half the globe is fea. Britam's grandeur from her 
Jituation. The ixjindsy the feasy the conjtellations, 
defcribed. Sir Ifaac Newton's praife. Britain com- 
pared with other States. The Leviathan defcribed. 
Britain's iite, and ancient title to the feas. Who 
rivals her. Of Venice. Holland. Some defpife 
Trade as mean, Cen/ured for it. Traders glory. 
The late Czar. Solomon. A furprizing inftance 
of magnificence. The merchant's dignity. Com- 
pared with men of letters. 

I. 

HENCE learn, as hearts are foul or pure. 

Our fortunes wither or endure : 
Nations may thrive, or perijh by the wave. 

What ftorms from Jove's unwilling frown* 

A people's crimes folicit down I 
Ocean 's the ivomh of riches, and the gra^ve, 
II. 

This Truth, O Britain ! ponder well ; 

Virtues (hould rife, as Fortunes fwell : 
What is large property ?— The/^« of good. 

Of worth yif/m^r; if 'tis /^, 

Another* $ treafure we poffefs. 
And charge the Gods with favours mijhefto'w* d. 

S 2 HI. This 
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III. 

This council fuits Britannia's Ifle, 

High-flu(h'd with wealth, and Freedom's finile ; > 
*3ro vaffak prifon'd in the Continent, 

Who ftarve, at hornet on meager toil. 

And fuck to death their mother foil, 
*Twere ufelefs caution, and a truth mif-fpent. 

IV. 

Fell Tyrants ftrike beyond the bone. 

And wound the foul ; bow Genius down. 
Lay Virtue waftc ! for worth or arts, who fb-ain. 

To throw them at a monfter^s foot ? 

'Tis property fupports purfuit : 
Freedom gives eloquence ; and Freedom, gain. 

V. 

She pours the thought, and forms the ftyle. 

She makes the blood and fpirits boil ; 
I feel her new / and roufe, and rife, and rave 

In Theban fong : O Mufe ! not thine, 

Verfe is gay Freedom's gift divine : 
The man that can think greatly, is no flavc. 

VI. 

Others may traffick if they pleafe ; 

Britain, fair daughter of the feas. 
Is born for trade ; to plough her field, the wave : 

And reap the growth of every coaft : 

A fpeck of land ! but let her boaft, 
Gods gave the over///, when they the ^waters gave, 

VII. Britain! 
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VU. 

Britain ! behold the world's wide face ; 

Nor cover'd half with yo////fpace, . 
Three parts ?iX^Jiuid\ empire of the fea ! . ;' 

And why ? for Commerce. Ocean ftreami 

For thaty through all his various names : 
And, if for Commerce, Qcean flows for Thee. / 

VIII. 

Britain, like fome great potentate 

Of Eaftem clime, retires in ftate. 
Shuts out the nations ! Would a Prince draw nigh ?•. 

He pafles her ftrong ^z^^r^/, the waves, 

Of/er'vant winds admiffion craves. 
Her empire has no neighbour but the flcy. 

IX. 

There are her friends ; foft Zephyr there. 

Keen Eurus, Notus never fair. 
Rough Boreas burfting from the pole : all urge^ 

And urge for her, their various toil ; 

The Cafpian, the broad Baltick boil. 
And into life the dead Paci£ck fcourge« . > 

X. 

There are her friends ^ a marfhal'd train : 

A golden hofl ! and azure pldn ! 
By turns do duty, and by turns retreat : ... i 

They may retreat, but not from her; 

The ftar that quits this hemifpherc 
Muft quit the fkic«, to^ want ^ Briti(h« fleet- • •• ^ ^ 
\ . .. ^ S3 XI. Hyad, 
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XI, 
Hyad> for lier> leans oe'r her urn ; 
For her, Orion's glories burfif 
The Pleiads gUam. For Britons fet and rife 
^he fair-^cM Tons of Mazaroth, 
Near the deep chambers of the South, 
The raging Dog that fires the midnigbt flues* 

XII. 

Thefe nations Newton made his own ; 

All intimate with him alone. 
liis mighty foul did, lik^ a giant, run 

To the vaft volume's clofing ftar j 

DecypherM every character : 
His reafon pour'd new light upon the fun* 

XIII. 

Let die proud brothers of the land 

Smile at our rock and barren ilrand, 
'Hoxjiich the fea : let Fohe's ancient line 

Valt tra£is and ample beings vaunt; 

The camel l(nvt fmall elephant— 
'O Britain ! the Leviathan is thine. 

XIV. 
Leviathan I whom Nature's ftrife 
Brought forth» her largeft piece of life; 
Hcjleeps an ifle ! his fports the billows warm I 
Dreadful Leviathan ! thy fpout 
Invades the Ikies ; the flars are out : 
He drinks a nv^, and ejedts zftorm. 

XV. Th* 
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XV. 

Th* Atlantic furge around our (here. 

German and Caledonian roar ; 
Their mighty Genii hold us in their lap^ 

Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred j 

** The feas are ours." — The monarch faid^- 
The floods their hands, their hands the nations^ dap^. 

XVI. 

Whence is a rival, then, to rife f 

Can he be found b^aeath the ikies ? 
No, tJi^eri, they dwell, that can give Britain fear; 

The powers of earth, by rival aim 

Her grandeur but the more proclaim ; 
And prove their diftance moil, as they draw near* 

XVII. 

Proud Venice fits amid the waves ; 

Her foot ambitious Ocean laves : 
Jrt^s noblefl boafl ! but O what wondrous odds 

'Twixt Venice and Britannia's ifle ! 

'Twixt mortal and immortal toil ! 
Britannia is a Venice built by Gods. 

XVIII. 

Let Holland trium^ o'er her foe«^ 
But not o'er friends by whom ihe rofe ; 

The child of Britain 1 And (hall ftie contend ? 
It were no lefs than parricide : -— 
What wonders rife from out the tide t 

Her Hi^/f and Mighty to the rudder bend. 

$4 XIX. And 



^4 YOUNG'S POEMS. 
XIX. 
And are diere, then, of lofty brow. 
Who think trade mean, and fcom to \xxfi 
So far beneath the ftate of mhle birth? 
Alas ! thefe chiefs but little know ' 
' Commerce how high, them/elves how low; 
The fons of Nobles are the Tons of earth, 

XX. 

And what have earth's mean Ions to do. 
But reap her fruits, and warm puriue 

The world's chief good, not glut on others' toil ? 
High Commerce from the Gods came down. 
With compa/s, chart, ^xAftarry cronvn^ 

Their delegate, Jto make the nations y^/'/r. 

XXI. 

Blufh, and behold the Ruffian bow. 
From forty crowns, his mighty hrota 

To trade. — To toil he turns his glorious hand: 
That arm, which fwept the bloody field. 
See I the huge axe, or hammer, wield; 

W\{t\q fcepters wait, and thrones impatient ftand. 

XXII. 
O (hame tofuhjeSis ! firfl renown, 
Matchlefs example to the cronvn ! 
Old Time is poor : what age boafts fuch a fight ? 
Ye drones / adore the man divine- 
No ; Virtue ftill as mean decline. 
Call Ruffians barbarous, and yourfelves polite^ 

XXUI.Hc 
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XXIII. 

He too of Judah, great, as wife. 

With Hiram Itrove in merchandize : 
Monarchs with monarchs ftruggle for an oar ! 

That Merchant * fmking to his grave, 

A flood of treafure fwells the cave ; * 

The king left mucky the merchant hury* d more, 

XXIV. 

Is Merchant an inglorious name ? 

No ; fit for Pindar fuch a theme. 
Too great for me ; I pant beneath the weight^ 

If loud as Ocean's were my voice. 

If words and thoughts to court my choice 
Out-number'dy2i«^i, I could not reach its height. ' 

XXV. 
Merchants o'er proudeft heroes reign; 
Thofe trade in blejjing, thefe in pairiy 
At flaughter fwell, and fhout, while nations groan : 
With purple Monarchs, Merchants vie; 
If great to fpend, what, lo/upply ? 
Priefts pray for bleffings ; Merchants pour them down. 
XXVI. 
Kings, Merchants are in league and love ; 
Earth's odours pay foft airs above. 
That o'er the teeming field prolific range; 
Planets are Merchants ; take, return, 
Luftrt and heat ; by traffic k burn ; 
The whole Creation is one valt Exchange. 

XXVII. It 

• Vaft treafure taken from Solomon's tomb 1300 years 

after his death. Young. 
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// Merchant an inglorious name? 
What fays the fons of lettered fame, 

Proad of their volumes, fwelling in their cells? 
In open Ufe, in change of fcene> 
Mid various manners, throngs of men« 

Experience, Arts, zxidi/olid Wifdom dwells. 
XXVIIL 
Trade, Art's mechanick. Nature's flores 
Well-weighs ; to ftarry Science fears : 

Reads warm in life (dead-colour'd by the pen) 
The fcites, tongues, interefts, of the ball : 
Who ftudies Trade, he fludies all ; 

Accompliih'd Merchants are accomplifh'd Men. 



STRAI 
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STRAIN THE FOURTH. 

THB ARGUMENT. 

Pindar invoked. ftSs praife. Britain fhould decline 
nvar-y but boldly affert her tra^e. Encouraged 
from the tbrene : Britain's condition without trade. 
Trade's charaSier, and furprizing deeds, Carthage. 
Solomon's temple- St. Paul's church. The mifer*s 
charafter. The wonderful cfFefts of trade. Why 
religion recommended to the merchant, What> 
falfe joy. What, true. What religion is to the 
merchant. Why trade more glorious in Britons 
than others. How ivarmly, and how long, to be 
purfued by us. The Briton's legacy. Columbus. 
His praife. America defcribcd. Worlds ftill «»- 
known. Queen Elizabeth. King George the Se- 
cond. His glory navally reprefented. 

I. 

HOW fhall I farther roufc the foul ? 
,How Sloth's lafcivious reign control 
By verfe with unextinguiih'd ardour wrought ? 

How every breaft inflame with mine ? 

How bid my theme ftill brighter fhine. 
With wealth of words, and unexhaufted thought ? 

II. 
O thou Dircasan fwan, on high. 
Round whom familiar thunders fly 1 
While Jove attends a language like his own: 
Thyjpirit pour, like vernal fhowers. 
My 'ver/e fliall burft out with the flowersf. 
While Bdtain's trade advances with her fun. 

III. Though 



268 YOUNG'S POEMSw 

III. . 

Though Britain was not bom to fear, 

Grafp not at bloody fame from <war ; 
Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade: 

Jove gathers temped black as night ; 

Jove pours the golden flood of light ; 
Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade. 

IV. 

Britain a comets or Z-ftar^ 

In conmierce this, or diat in nMar^ 
Let Britons fhout ! earth, feas, and ikies refoond ! 

Commerce to kindle, raife, prefcrve. 

And fpirit dart through every nerve. 
Hear from the throne • a voice through time renown'd. 
V. 

So fall from heaven the vernal fljowers. 

To chcar the glebe, and wake the flowers ; 
The bloom call'd forth fees azure (kies difplay'd; 

The bird of voice is proud to fing, 

Jnduftrious bees ply every wing, 
Diftend their cells, and urge their golden trade* 

VI. 
Trade once extinguilh'd, Britain's fun 
Is gone out too; his race is run; 
He fhines in vain ! her ifle 's an ifle indeed^ 
A /pot too iinall to be overcome; 
Ah, dreadful fafety I wretched doom 1 
No foe will conquer what no foe can feed* 

VII. Trade 
• The King*! fpccch. 
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VII. 

Trades the fource, iinew, foul of all : 
Trade *s all herfelf ; hers, hers, the ball ; 

IFJ^ere mofl: unfeen, the goddefs ftill is there ; 

Trade leads the dance. Trade lights the blaze> 
The courtier's pomp ! the lludent's eafe ! 

'Twa* Trade at Blenheim fought, and clos'd the war. 

VIIL 

What Rome and all her gods defies ? . , 

The Punic oar. Behold it rife 
And battle for the world ! Trade gave the call ; ^ 

Rich cordial from his na^val art 

Sent the llrong fpirits to his heart. 
That bid an Afric Merchant grafp the ball. ., 

IX. 

Where is, on earth, Jehovah's home ? 
Trade mark'd the foil, and built the dome. 
In which his Majelly/fy? deign'd to dwell ;. 
The walls with Jtlver iheets overlaid, ' ' 
Rich, as the fun, through gold unnueigFJ, 

Bent the moon'd arch, and bid the column fwell. , 

•. ■ • c • fc 
X 

Grandeur unknown to Solomon ! 
Methinks the labouring earth fhould groan,'* 
Beneath yon load * : created fure, noVmade I 

Servant and rival of the fldes ! ' • *^ 

Heaven's arch alone can higher rife : 
What hand immortal rais'd thee }'^Humble Trade; 

XI. Wher«;i^ 
• St. Paul's, built by the coal«tax. Young. 
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xr. 

Wher& hadft thon been> if left at large, 
Thofe fincwy arms that tugg'd the barge» 

Had caught at pUa/ure on the flowery green ? 
If they that watch'd the midnight flar 
Had fwung behmd the rolling car^ 

OvJiWdix. with difgrace, where hadft thou been ? 

XIL 

As by repletion men confume^ 

Abundance is the mifer's doom ; 
Expend it nobly ; he that lets it ryft. 

Which, pafling numerous hands^ would^iw ; 

Is not a man, but living mine. 
Foe to the /0^/, and rival to the duft, 

XUL 
Trade barbarous lands can poliih fair ^ 
Make earth well worth the nm/e man's care ; 

Call forth her foreih, charm them into fleets ; 
Can make one houfe of human race; 
Can bid the diflant poles embrace.; 

Her^ every &n ; and India, India meets* 

XIV. 

T^e Monarchs crowns, and arts imports* 
With bounty feeds* with laurel courts : 
Trade gives fair Virtue fairer ftill to fliinc ; 
£na£ts thofe guards of gain^ the laws ; 
Exahs ev'n Freedom's glorious cauie«^«« 
Ti^c ! wam*^ by Tytfe, O iwai*:^ ^^^^vqh tMnc ! 
Ill ^.t.* 



THE MERCHANT, Strain IV. iji^ 

XV. 

You lend each other mutual aid : 

Why is heaven's fmile, in wealthy conveyed \ 
ot to place vice, but virtues in our power: 

Pleafure declined, is luxury, 

Boundlefs in time and in degree : 
eafure enjoyed, the tumult of an hour* 

XVI. 

Fal/e joy *s a difcompofing thing. 

That jars on nature's trembling ftring, 
empefts xhc/pirits, and untunes Xkc frame : 

True joy, the funlhine of the foul, 

A hii^l/erene that calms the whole ; 
hich they ne'er knew, lujhom other joys inflame; " '^ 

XVII. 

Merchant I Religion is the care 

To grow as ricb-^zz angels are ; ^ 

\iTiQvr fal/e coin from true ; to fweep the main ; 

liYit mighty ftxike {tCMXt, beyond 

The ftrongeft tie off eld, ot/und : 
mmerce gives gold. Religion makes it gain* 

XVIII. 

|oin, then. Religion to thy ftore. 

Or India's mines will make thee poor : 
reater than Tyre ! O bear a nobler mind ^ 

Sea-fovereign ifle ! prond nvar decline^ 

Trade patronize 1 what glory thine, 
rdent to ile/t, who covid&ftdJUi mankind ! 
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XIX. 

Rich commerce ply with warmth divine 

By day, by nigJlft ; xhe^an sure thine. 
Wear out the ftars in trade ! eternal run 

From age to age, the noble glow, 

A rage to gain, and to befitnu. 
While ages lafl ! in trade bum out the fun! 

XX. 

Trade, Britain's all, our £res fent down 

With toil, blood, treafure, ages won ; 
ThiSi Edgar great bequeathed; this, Edward bold: 

Let Forbiihers, let Raleighs fire ! 

O let Columbus's fhade infpire ! 
AV^u worlds difclofe, with Drake furround an old> 

XXI. 

Columbus ! fcarce inferior fame 

For thee xo find, than heaven Xq frame 
That womb of gold and gem : her wide domam. 

An uni'verfe ! her rivers, feas ! 

Her fruits, both men and gods to pleafe ! 
Heaven's fairefl birth 1 and, but for thee, in *vain ! 

XXIL 
Worlds//// unkno'wn deep fhadows wrap; 
Call wonders forth from nature's lap; 
Venu glory pour on her Eternal Sire : 
O noble fearch ! O glorious care I . 
Are ye not Britons ? why defpair ? 
New worlds are due to fuch a godlike fire. , i 

XXIII* Swear 
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XXUI. 

Swear by the great Eliza's foul. 

That Trade, as long as water's roll— 
,h! no; the gods chaftife my raih decree: 

By great Eliza do not fwear ; 

For thee, O George ! the gods declare : 
nd thou for them ! late dme ihall fwear by thee. 

XXIV 

Truth, bright zs^ars, with thee prevails ; 

Full be thy fame, as fwellingy2z//f, 
onflanc, as tades, thy mind; as mafis, elate; 

Thy jufitce, an unerring Mm 

To fteer Britainnia's fickle realm; 
hy numerous race, fure anchor of her date ? 



vollxtt. t strain 
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STR AIK THE FII^TH, 

THE A R G U M fe ^ T. 

What is the bound of ferJtainS ^^*r. B^owd thkt- 
of the mod famed Th iiiftory. iPhfe &gn Lyra. 
What the cdnftelDatioA's afe. Ai^b. llit Whale 
The ftoTphm. E*ridih«5. Th6 li<to^. Librtu 
Virgo. Berenice. The ftitifh ladies cenfurcd. 
The MoOm IVbdt the fca is. Apofirophe to the 
Emperor. The Sipatnfh armada. How Britain 
fhould ^eak her refentment. What gives |>ower, 
What navies do in war. The Tartar. Mogul. 
Africa China. 'Who mafter of the world* What 
the hirtory of the WCrld is. The genealogy of glory. 
Miflakes about it. Peace the merchant's harve'fL 
Ships of di'vine origin. Merchants ambafladors. 
The Briton's voyage. Prai/e the food of glory. 
Britain's record ^ 

I. 
BRITANNIA'S ftate what bounds confine ! 
(Of rifing thought O golden mine ! 
Mountains i Alps ^ Jir earns ^ gulphs, oceans » fet no bound; 
She fallies till ihe ftrikes the flar; 
Expanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave refound. 

II. 

Small ifle 1 For Caefars, for the fon 

Of Jove, who burft from Macedon, 
For gorgeous Eaflerns blazing o'er mankind ; 

Then, when tVvey c^Wd^tN^oM their own. 
Not equal fame ftgrn/able ^ota\ 
ey rofe to Gods, in half t^f ^^\At^ vst&si^ 
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Here, no demand for fancy's wmg ; 

Plain truth 's illuftrious : as I iing, 
O'hear yon fpangled harp repeat my lay ! 
Yo)iv ft arry lyre has caught the found. 

And fpreads it to the planets round. 
Who beft can tell where ends Britannia's fway. 

IV. 

The flues (fair-printed page !) unfold 

The na'val fame of Heroes old ; 
As in a mirror fhewth' adventurous throng c 

The deeds of Grecian mariners 

Are read by Gods, are writ in ft ars. 
And noble ver/e, that fhall endure as long. 

V 

Thtjiies are records of the mam. 

Thence Argo liiitens to my Itrain ; 
Chiron, for fong renown'd, , his noble rage 

For. naval fame ^nd fbng renews. 

As Britain^'s f^me Jie iears, , juid vie^s^ 
Chiron, the Shovell of a former age. 

VI. 

The Whale' (forjate I fung hispraife) 

Pours gratrful iuftre on iny lays ; 
How fmilcs. Arion*arfriopd'* with /<ir//W beams I 

Eridanus.Avoiild flatter too. 

But jealoufies bis fmile fubdue ; 
He fearj a firltilh xival in the TWaoski^^, 
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VII. 

In pride the Lion lifts his mane. 

To fee his Britifli brothers reign 
As ftars below : the Balance, George ! from Thine, 

Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 

More accurate the night and day ; 
From thy fair daughters Virgo learns to fhine. 

VIII. 

Of Britain's court, ye lefer lights ! 

How could the wife- man gaze whole nights 
On Richmond's eye, on Berenice's hair ! 

But, oh ! you ^x2£CSt Jhameful arts ; 

Your own retain, feixe others' hearts. 
Pirates, not merchants, are the Britiih Fair. 

IX. 

This truth I fwear by Cynthia's beam. 

Pale Queen ! htflujh^d at Britain's fame ; 
And, rolling, tell the nations — *' o'er the main 
*' To ^^r^ her empire is thy pride." 

He, mighty power ! who curbs the tide. 
Uncurbs, extends throws wide Britannia's reign. 

X. 

What is the main! Ye kings renown'd ! 

Britannia's centre, and your hound: 
Auftrian ! where-e*er Leviathan can roll. 

Is Britain's home ! And Britain's mine. 

Where -e'er the ripening fun can fhine, 
Fcri^ arc for emperors; fcr her the *wholi» 

XI. Why. 
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XL 

Why, Auftrian ! wilt thou hover ftiU 
On doubtful wing, and want the ikill 

""o fee thy welfare in the world* s ? Too late 

Another Churchill thou may'ft find, 
. Another Churchill, not fo kind, 

jid other Blenheims, big with other /a/^* 

XII. 

Ill thou remember'fl, ill doft own> 

Who refcued an ungrateful throne ; 
1 thou confider'ft, that the kind are bra've; 

111 doft thou weigh, that in Time's womb 

A day may fleep, a day of doom, 
lS great to ruitiy as was that to fave* 

Xfll. 

How would'ft thou fmile to hear my ftrain, 

Whofe boafted infpiration 's vain I 
et what if my predidion ftiould prove true?^ 

Know*ft thou ^Q fatal pair who fliine 

O'er Britain's trading empire Thine 
s one rejected, what, if oxiQ/ubdue? 

XIV. 

What na'val fcene adorns the feat 

Of awful Britain's high debate *, 
fpires her councils, and records her po^ver ? 

The nations know, in glowing balls 

On finking thrones, the tempeft falls, 
^hen her auguft aflembled fenates lour. 

T 3 XV. a 

• The Spanifli Armada in the Houfc of Lord*' 
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XV. 

O language fit for thoughts fo beldl 
Would Britain have her anger told ; 

Ah ! never let a meaner language found. 

Than that which proftrates human fouIs» 
Through Heaven's dark vault impetuous rolls. 

And Nature rocks, when angry Jove has frown'd* • 

XVI. 

Not realnls unbounded, not z flood 

Of nativts, not expence of blood. 
Or reach of counfel gives the world a lord: 

Trade calls him forth, and fets him high. 

As mortal nr>an, o'er men can fly : 
Trade leaves poor gleanings to the keeneft/w^/ 

XVII. 

Nay, her'^s the fword ! For Fleets have lA/ings ; 

Like lightning fly to diflant kings ; 
Like Gods defcend at once on trembling ftates : 

Is war proclaim'd ? Our wars are hurl'd 

To fartheft confines of the world. 
Surprize your ports, and thunder at your gates. 

XVIII. 
The king of tempefts, iEolus, 
Sends forth his pinion'* d people, thus. 
On rapid errands: as they fly, they roar. 
And C2iTvy fable clouds, 2xAfweep 
The land, the defer t, and the deep ! 
Earth ftiakcs ! proud cities fall I and thrones adore ! 

XIX. The 
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XIX, 

The Fools of Nature ^vcr ftrike 

On bare outfides^ and Ipath, or like. 
As glitter hids ; in endlefs error vie \ 

Admire the puxpU and the cronxjn : 

Of human welfare and renown. 
Trade's the big JIfeart ; bright empire, but their eje. 

XX. 

Whence Tartar Grand ? or Mogul Qreat ?— « 

Tra^e gilt their titles, pour'd their ftate ; 
While Afric'^ black, lafciviqus, flothful bree4» 

To clafp t}ieir r^in, fly from toiJi 

That meaneft produ^ on their foil. 
Their /^o//f fell: one half on t'other feed. 

Of Nature's Wealth from Cpmn^erce ren^ 

Afric 's a glaring Monument : 
Mid citron forefts and pomegranate groves 

(Curll, in a para&ife !) (he pines \ 

O'er generous glebe, o'er golden mines 
Her beggared, famijh^d, tradelefs native roves : 

XXII. 

Not fo thine, China, blooming -wide; 
Thy numerous fleets might bridge the tide ; 
Thy produ^s would exhauft both India's mines : 
Shut be that gate of trade ! Or woe 
To Britain's ! Europe 'twill o'erflow.—- - 
Ungrateful fing ! Her growth • infpires thy lines. 

T 4 . XXIIl, Bri- 

• Coffee. 
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XXIII. 

Biiuun ! To tbefe, and fuch as thefe. 

The river broad, and foaming y^/t/ 
Which fevtr lands to mortals U/s renownM> 

Devoid of na'val fkill or might ; 

Thofe feverM parts of earth unite : 
Trade's the full pulfe, that fends their vigour round. 

XXIV. 

Could> O ! could one engrofftng hand 

The various ftreams of Trade command, 
Thati like the fun, would gazing nation's awe ; 

That awful Power the world would brave. 

Bold War, and Empire proud, his flave ; 
Mankind his fubjeds ; and his Will, their law. 

XXV. 

Hail thou look'd round the fpacious earth ? 

From Commerce, Grandeur's humble birth : 
To George from Noah, empires living, dead. 

Their pride, their fhame, their rife, their fall> 

Time's whole plain chronicle is all 
One bright encomium, undefign'd, on Trade. 

XXVI. 
Trade fprings from Peace, and Wealth from Trade, 
And Power from Wealth 1 of Power is made 
The God on Earth : hail, then, the dove of Peace I 
Whofe olive fpcaks the raging flood 
Of war reprefs'd : what 's lofs of blood ? 
War is the dcarh of Commerce and Increafe. 

XXVII. Then 
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XXVII. 

Then perifh War !— Detcfted War I 

Shalt thou make Gods ? light Caefar's ftar ? 
What calls man fool fo loud as this has done. 

From Nimrod's down to Bourbon's line ?— 

Why not adore too, as divine. 
Wide-wafting ftorms, before the genial fun ? 

XXVIII. 

Peace is the Merchant's fummer clear ! 

His harveft ! harveft round the year ! 
For Peace with laurel every mafl be bound ; 

Each deck caroufe, t2x\\.fiag Itream out, • 

Each cannon found, e?ic\i/ailor fhout ! 
For Peace let tytry /acred Jhip be crown'd I 

XXIX. 

Sacred are Jhips^ of birth dMne I 

An angel drew the firft defign ; 
With which the Patriarch Nature's ruins brav'd : 

T^o worlds aboard, an old and new. 

He fafe o'er foaming billows flew : 
The Gods made Human race, a Filoty fau^d. 

XXX. 
Horn) f acred too the Merchant's name /— 
When Britain blaz'd meridian Fame *; 

Bright (hone ^Qjhvord, but brighter trade gave law j 
Merchants in difiant courts rever'd. 
Where prouder ftatefmen ne'er appeared. 

Merchants EmbafTadors I and Thrones in awe 

XXXI 'Tis 
♦ In Queen Elizabeth's reign. 
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XXXI. 

'Tis theirs to kaow the iidm» ^ tmis ; 

The Muirch of ftars ; the Sirthi of difoes i 
Summer and Winter theirs ; thws Im4 ^aijea. 

Theirs are the^^jv, mmihs, viAj§ars ; 

And each a different garlamd wears :-«- 
O that my fong could add £temit]r ! 

XXXU. 

PraiTe is the facred oil that i9^% 
The burning lamp of god-iike deeds ; 

Immortal glory pays illuflrious cares : 

•Whither, ye firitons ! are you IfumdT 
O noble 'voyage ! glorious raun^l I 

Launch from the Thames, and end among the fburs. 

XXXIII. 
If to my fuhjeB rofe my fiuU 
Your fame (hould laft while oceans roll : 

When other worlds in depths of time fhall rife. 
As we the Greeks of mighty name. 
May they Britannia's fleet proclaim. 

Look up, and read her flory in the ikies. 

XXXIV. 

Ye Syrens, fmg ; ye Trytons, blow ; 

Ye Nereids, dance ; ye Billows, flow ; 
Roll to my mcafures, O ye Starry Throng; 

Ye Winds in concert breathe around ; 

Ye navies ! to the concert bound 
From Pole to Pok \ To Bivuia all belong. 
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THE MORAL. 

The moft happy ihould be the moft virtuous. Of 
Eternity. What Britjdn's arts ihould be. Whence 
Jlavery. 

I> 

BRITAIN! thusbleft, thy bleffing know; 

Or bli/s, in vain I the Gods beftow ; 
Its end fulfil, means cherifh, fource adore : 

Y2CiXi fwellings of thy foul reprefs j 

They moft may lo/e, who moft poje/s ; ^ 

Then let blifs a<we, and tremble at thy ftore. 

II. 

Nor be too fond of life at heji. 

Her chearfuly not enamoured gueft : 
Let thought ^y forward ', 'twill gay profpefts give; 

Profpefts immortal ; that deride 

A Tyrian wealth, a Perfian pride. 
And make it ^^xhO. fortitude to live, 

in. 

O for Eternity ! a fcene ! 

To fair adventurers ferene ? 
O ! on thaty^tf to deal in pure renown ! 

traffic with Gods ! What tranfports roll; 

What boundlefs import to the foul ! 
The poor man's empire ! and the fubje<fh crotxjn ! 

IV: Adore 
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IV. 

Adore the Gods, and plough the feas: 

^hefe be thy arts, O Britain ! thefc. 
Let others pant for an immenfe cammanil ; 

Let others breathe war's fiery God ; 

The proudeft 'vidor fears thy nod. 
Long as the trident fills thy glorious hand« 

V. 

Gloriou?, while Heaven-born Freedom lafts. 
Which Trade's foft fpurious daughter blafb ; 

For what is Tyranny ? A monftrous birth 
From Luxury, by bribes carefs'd. 
By glowing power in Jhades comprefs'd. 

Which /«/i/ around, and chains the groaning earth. 

THE CLOSE 

This J'uhjeSi now fir ft fung. How ^ung. Preferable 
to Pindar's fubjedls. How Britain fliould be fung 
by All. 

I. 

THEE, Trade ! I/r/, who boaft no ftorc. 

Who owe the nought, thus fnatch from fhore. 
The fliore of Profe, where thou haft flumber'd long ; 

And fend thy flag triumphant down 

The tide of Time, to fure renown; 
O blefs my country I and thou pay'ft my fong. 

IL Thott 
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II. 

Thou art the Briton's nobleft theme. 
Why, then, unfung ? My Jimple aim 
To drefs plain feti/e, and fire the generous blood i 
Not fport imaginations vain. 
But lift, with yon ethereal train. 
The fhining Mufe, to ferve the public goo J 
III. 

Of ancient art and ancient prai/e, 

Tht/prings are open'd in my lays : 
Olympic heroes ghofts around me throng. 

And think their glory fung anew ; 

Till chiefs of equal fame they view ; 
Nor grudge to Britons bold their Theban fong. 

IV. 

Not Pindar's theme with mine compares. 

As far furpaH, as u/eful cares 
Tranfcend diverfion light and glory 'vain : 

The wreath fantaftic, fliouting throng. 

And panting Heed, to him belong 
The charioteer* s, not empire* s golden rein. 

V. 

Nor, Chandos I thou the Mufe defpife 

That mjould to glowing iEtna rife 
(Such Pindar's bread) thou Theron of our time ! 

Seldom to man the Gods impart 

A Pindar's head, or Theron's heart ; 
In life, or fong, how rare the true Sublime! 
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Vf. 

None, Britijh'ionii wiH fure ^dain 

This new, bold, moral, patriot ftrjun. 

Though not widi genius wah/ome virtoe crovwaM ; 
(How vain the Mde ! ) the Zo^ may laft, 
Thus twin'd around the Britifti Mail, 

The Britifh Mail, widi nidfler laurels bound i 

VTL 

Weak i<vy curls round naval oak^ 

And fmiles at wind and florm unbroke ; 
By ftrength not hers fublime : thus, proud to foar. 

To Britain*'s grandeur cleaves vay ftrain ; 

And lives, and echoes through ik<t plain^ 
While o'er the btUo^ju Biitam's thunders roar. 

vm. 

Be dumb, yegrove/t'ng Sons of YetCc 
Who^ng not aflions, but rehearfe^ 
And fool the Mufe with inffotent''d^G.rc; 
Ye facpilegious ! Who prefume 
To tarniih Britain's naval blooni. 
Sing Britain's fame, with allher*HerO*s 'fire. 

THE CHORUS. 
-^ Ye Syrens, fing; ye Tritons, blow; 
•* Ye Nereids, 'dafice>; yeffiUdws, :flow^; 
♦* Roll to my meafures, O ye Starry fThnoag ! 
** Ye Winds ! in concert breathe around-; 
" Ye Navies ! to the concert bound 
'^ From Pole to Po\c •, to Biltain all belong ; 
^' Britain to Heaven ; from Hftvieti ^^l^xw^^ tesj^ Cml^. 
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